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normal use requires, it i 


rightly Called a luxury tire 
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MONEY CAN BUY NO MORE! 


Goodyear readily admits that in the commercial sense the 


Double Eagle tire has definite limitations. 


It does not seek to compete with standard tires — either in 


price, production, function or character. 


What it does do, is to provide safety, strength, freedom from 


annoyance and trouble in superlative, even extravagant measure. 


That is why so many careful men willingly pay premium to 
get this Tire of Tires— knowing that in terms of security and 


dependability, money can buy no more! 
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The mellowed character, depth of flavor in 
Rittenhouse Square Straight Rye Whisky sug- 


gest traditional background. It has that gra- 


cious poise and assured charm enjoyed by 
It's straight rye whisky, 


established position. 
100 proof, of a rich warmth and mellowness 


that win and hold your delighted appre- 
You'll like it! And 





ciation. Drink it. 
you'll like its old-fashioned price 





Distilled, matured and bottled by Continental 
Distilling Corporation, Philadelphia. 
Also Distillers of Diplomat Straight 
Bourbon Whisky and Dixie 
Belle Distilled 
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100 PROOF 


This advertisement is not intended to offer this product for gale or delivery in any state or community wherein the advertising, sale or use thereof is unlawful 





ADISTINCIV 
AMERICAN 
BU DINED D 


Tux Bell System is a widely 
owned organization operating a public 
service under federal and state regu- 
lation, Its threefold purpose is to 
give the public the best telephone 
service at the lowest possible cost, 


give steady work at fair wages to 


its hundreds of thousands of em- : 


ployees and pay a reasonable return 
to the men and women who have 
invested in it. 

In the truest sense, the Bell System 
is a business democracy—born in 
America, brought to its present stat- 
ure by American enterprise, financed 
and operated by and for the people 


of America. 


BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM 
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“Why so sad, Henri?” 











isitors to 


NEW YOR 


choose the 


HOTEL 
MONTCLAIR 


Lexington Ave., 49th to 50th Sts., N.Y.C 


Men and women who have traveled 
the world over choose the Mont- 
clair for their New York home. 
These sophisticates are enthusiastic 
about the Montclair’s location in the 
new, smart center of New York 
They praise its convenience to rail- 
roads, to the fashionable shops, tc 
the theatrical district and to famous 
Radio City. But even more do they 
appreciate the comforts, the charm 
of the Montclair itself. 


You too can make your visit to New 
York doubly memorable by living 
at the Hotel Montclair. 

800 OUTSIDE ROOMS WITH 
BATH, SHOWER, RADIO 

Single from $2.50. Double from $3.5( 

+ 

When in New York, don’t fail to visit t 
Casino-in-the-Air 

the city’s most colorful roof restauran 

atop the Hotel Montclair 


Sill 
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Things You’d Never Know 
Unless We Told You 


Installment No. 12 


£ THEN Amarillo, Texas, cele- 
brated the first ‘“mother-in- 
law’’ day in the history of 


civ ization, all the local florists sold out 
the r entire stocks. 








is easier for speakers of English to 
lea 1 to speak Latin, Greek and Russian 
- three—than to learn to speak 
’s} mo alone. 


liott O’Donnell, psychic investiga- 
tor complains that there is a shortage 
* aunted houses in New York City. 
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ven widows of soldiers who fought 
in |e war of 1812 are still cashing pen- 
sio. checks every month. 








1e number of words in the English 
lan uage was increased about ten per 
cen’ by the World War. 





































Y.c 
a 
merican immigration officials were 
rec-ntly instructed to greet all immi- 
q bd ad S ” 
- groats with “a smile. 
it 
e. 
ic i, ; } 
? [" is the most common word in | 
' ph. aing—but it’s tenth most common | 
1 riting. 
iC 
6 
is 
y lluloid collars and lawn mowers 
n wi unknown until after the Civil 
‘ 
' ’ 
E 
braham Lincoln never finished 
| re: ing a single novel that he began. 
7 
f 
1e life-span of an eyelash is be- 
, n four and five months. 
s 
7 he speediest elephant can’t travel 


fas er than 15 m.p.h. 










: | 

rench fried potatoes are scarcely a | 
cer tury old. | 
—W. B. Farbstein. 
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morose 


BY POSEN 








et eae 4 
| © - = 4 





YOU BIG STRONG HANDSOME 
HERO-WHAT A NICE SMOOTH 


CHIN YOUVE GOT/ 
DD. g 
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YOU SEE, I SHAVE WITH 
INGRAMS, miss, iTs 
COOLNESS HELPS A LOT/ 
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WITH ALL THE OTHEIe 
CREAMS I USED, MY SHAVES 
WERE HASH AND HOT-- 
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THEM DAYS IS 
GONE FOREVER 






YOU'LL FIND THAT 
INGRAMS sHaves 
ARE COOL AS 


































BRISTOL-MYERS CO. 
110 Washington St., New York, N. Y. 






SPUTTERING, MISTER, BUT YOU'RE NOT 
BEYOND HELP! INGRAMS SHAVING CREAM 
WILL SAVE YOUR CHIN AS IT HAS SAVED A 


—-, MILLION OTHERS! AN INGRAMS suave is 
Ing™* | ALWAYS QUICK- ALWAYS CLEAN-ALWways COOL. 
wage: |_NO STING OR AFTER-SHAVING RAWNESS. 















Please send me a free ten-shave tube of Ingram’s. 










NAME ____ ————— — 
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CAUTION 
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As Thousands Cheer. If this runs 
i) 


many years, were going to get 
a little sick and tired saying what a 
good with its Clifton 
Webbs, Marilyn Millers, Helen Brod- 
ericks and Ethel Waterses. Music 


Box, W.. 45t/ 


more 


revue it 1S, 


Caviar. If you can shut your eyes and 
j 


ears between songs ind dances, the 
songs and dances are great. The story 
about the opera singer who wanted to 
be a prin-€ ESS is lousy. Forrest, W 


$¥IP. 


Dodsworth. Good old Walter Huston 
as a Sinclair Lewis husband too con- 
cerned over the silly conduct of a Sin- 
with 


clair Lewis wife we can't 


binoculars. Will reopen August 20th. 


see 


Invitation to a Murder. A very mer- 


ry melodrama concerning a rich Cali- 
fornia woman who plays dead and 
ends her own funeral to see which 


most. 


relatives is 


( enjoying it 
Masque, W’. 45th. 


Mary of Scotland. Ripping costume 


drama by the T. Guild, which will be 


on the road in la 
Helen Hayes 
we 


W’. S2nd 
Men in White. A conscientious (but 


treated cool 


te September with 


' 


again in the cast, and 


hope it comes to your town. A/p/) 


rather naive) interne ts 


by his Park Avenue fiancée, so he al- 





lows an impulsive nurse to wax too 

warm, and gets into lots of trouble 

including an abortion that turns out 
agically. B» urst, W. 441 

New Faces. This youthful revue is 


more for the tired Broadwayite who 


wants to get the show store-taste out 
of his the out-of- 


owner he 


mouth, than for 


re for a big time and legs 


somehow bored 


Roberta. W<« 
with the love life of the football play- 


were 


er who inherits a Paris gown shop, 
but and, of 
course, the Jerome Kern music. Neu 
Amsterdam, W. 42nd. 


we loved the gowns, 


Sailor, Beware! After voting yellow 
on this all winter, we've decided to 
change to green. We went again, the 
other night, and thought better of it. 
Spring has come into our heart, we 
guess. Or maybe we got navy-minded 
when the fleet was in. We still think 
this show's major premise is raw (it's 
a yarn about the promiscuity cham- 
pion of the U. S. Navy) but it does 
attain some danged good fun in spots. 
Lyceum, E. 45th. 














“STOP & GO” SERVICE 


A Symposium of Criticism 


Drama—Movies—Books—Radio—Records 





She Loves Me Not. A Philadelphia 
night-club chorus girl is wanted by 
police as a material witness in a mur- 
der case, and takes refuge in a Prince- 
ton dormitory and turns it into a 
lunatic asylum. Grade A delirium. 
46th St. Theatre. 

Stevedore. Red-meat drama of race 
riots and labor struggles down South. 
Excellent cast, mostly negro. Well 
worth trip to W. Fourteenth Street. 
Civie Repertory. 

The Milky Way. Compulsory, if you 
re going to keep up on current in- 
sanity. Hugh O'Connell priceless as 
an effeminate milkman who is rail- 
roaded into the heavyweight cham- 
48th. 


pionship. Cort, E. 
Tobacco Road. James Barton sur- 
prisingly good in Henry Hull's réle 
in an earthy masterpiece of life among 
dirty no-good Georgia crackers. 48th 
St. 7 heatre. 

While Parents Sleep. Ilka Chase is 
all right. Lionel Pape is all right. The 
others are all right. Lots of the lines 
ire good. But it all adds up dubious. 
Playhouse, E. 48th. 


—Don He } old. 


MOVIES 


Ls wked (X) 


Are We Civilized? (William Far- 


sn tnitable 
nol HlTAvdLE 


num, Anita Louise)—Weak anti- 
Nazi propaganda story, with some 
acting that will take you back to 
East Lynne. 


Born to Be Bad (X) (Loretta Young, 
Carey Grant )—Loretta, betrayed by 
love, teaches her illegitimate son to 
be a crooked little roughneck so he 
will be able to defend himself against 
“life.” The sort of film that gives the 
bluenoses a legitimate squawk about 
the effect of movies on the kiddies. 
Fog Over Frisco (Bette Davis, Don- 
ald Woods, Margaret Lindsay)— 
Melodramatic rich man’s 
daughter who gets mixed up in a gang 
of racketeers specializing in stolen 
securities. Story, for most part, is hard 
to swallow, but the direction and cut- 
ting represent ideal movie technique, 
providing fast pace through elimina- 
tion of detail. 


Harold Teen (Hal LeRoy, Patricia 
Ellis, Rochelle Hudson)—Here’s a 
movie aimed at a new audience. It is 
for children—under four. More of 
LeRoy’s dancing might have helped. 
Story leaves cast helpless. 

It’s a Boy (Edward Everett Hor- 
ton)—A British comedy. I knew it 
was a comedy because the sign outside 


story of 





wood, Edwa 


said so. Better get on back to Holly. 


rd, before your co 


make a monkey of you. 


Little Man, 


What Now? (Mar 


Sullavan, Douglass Montgomery 


Don't be kidded by the extravag: 
reports on this one. If that dox 


convince you 


, See movie page ( 


which you will probably go anyh 


Many Happy Returns (Burns 
Allen and Guy Lombardo’s Ban 
Nobody admires Gracie Allen's 


humor more 
she is overw¢ 


than this reporter 
orked in this one. E» 


for brief musical moments, she i 
show. Picture features padding 


dull stretches 


of forced comedy. ( 


the night I saw it, the recording 
so loud it made you nervous. 
eral people near me made the 


complaint.) 


Men in White (Clark Gable, M 
Loy, Jean Hersholt, Elizabeth Al 
—Screen adaptation of the Pul 
Prize play. Girl quarrels with 
surgeon sweetheart, contending 


his career 


cramps 


their love 


While estranged, he meets an eq: 


lonely nurse, 


and in an ungua 


moment—bingo. Result—nurse 

have dangerous operation. Her 
ducer (if you can call a guy that 
cause he says yes) must perforn 


Added drama: Sweetheart is bror 
in to see the operation perforn 


Obviously not a film for squear 


folk, but po 


werful, well acted, 


telligently produced. 


Merry Wives of Reno (Guy Kib 
Margaret Lindsay, Donald Wo 


Ruth Donnelly )—Attempt by Wa: 


Brothers to repeat on the formul 
Convention City. Cast is obvio 
pressing, so the laughs are heavy 
sheep is brought in for a giggle 


gets it. Then they keep bringing 
back. The man next to me sta! 


counting it and fell asleep. 


Private Scandal (Ned Sparks, Z 
Pitts, Mary Brian, Phillips Holm 
—Other appropriate titles: Mad 


Muarde U —T he 
Ha, ha, 
The gayest 


Cute Coroner—Ba 


ha!—Fun with the Cor 
killing of the seas 


Ga-ga story, but so many laughs 
forget the body. 


Registered Nurse 


Lyle Talbot, 


(Bebe Dan 


John 


may save his reason. The wife is t 
between the advice of two surge: 


one the hero, 


the other a rat. Hu 


solves it by doing a half-gaynor f: 
a window. Halliday is so good 


plays over the 


registered nurse. When they han 


her this one, 


messy plot. Bebe is 


she probably registe 


disappointment. 


Sisters 


Under 


the 


at fifty, fears he is missing someth 
in life, goes out hunting for it w 
Miss Landi, but returns in disappo 


ment to his wife. If the film con 
to your town, you, too, may feel you 
are missing something if you dot 
see it. Take a tip from Mr. Morg:n, 


and stay home. 
(Continued on page 44) 








Halliday )— 
husband is going nuts. An operat 


Skin (Eli 
Landi, Frank Morgan )—Mr. Morg 
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DeLuxe 





G REGISTERED BRAND 
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& 7 


* 


A BLEND OF 
STRAIGHT WHISKIES 
4s Ni Whisker, 
BLENDED AND BOTTLED BY 


Jos.S.Finch 8 Counc. 


SCHENLEY. PA. 











Copyright, 1934, Jos. S. Finch & Co., Inc. 
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is the source of its goodness. And its flavor, smoothness 
and goodness are the sources of its popu/arity. But let 
Golden Wedding tell you its story in its own inimitable 
way—in a tall glass or a pony —a most pleasing way! 


Choice grain, richly ripened, is the source of its flavor. 
Expert knowledge of mellowing in charred oak, plus 78 years 
f experience, are the sources of its smoothness. Golden 
Wedding is a blend of only whiskey with whiskey. This 

VISIT THE SCHENLEY BUILDING AT THE WORLD'S FAIR 


ND GOLDEN WEDDING—ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTES 


advertisement Is not intended to offer this product for sale or delivery in any state or community wherein the advertising, sale or use thereof is unlawful 
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THE STRANGE CASE OF 
THE SOCIETY GIRL’S NECK 


By Ogden Nash 







(sie upon a time there was a girl named Thomasina Van Van. 


She was an unfortunate girl. 
I do not mean in the sociological sense. 
She was unfortunate because she spent the greater part of her days in tantrums. 
Of which, as has been ably remarked by somebody else 
about somebody else in an entirely different connection, she 






had a complete set. 
She should have been supremely happy, for she was every 






inch a society girl. 

Her father had been investigated five times by the Senate, 
and she had often been photographed 
among her cigarettes. 
















She was rich and beautiful and an . =a: 
adept at persiflage. £*} 
But I regret to say that any fishwife could have taught her P mate \\ ae 
: i (+ ° \ 


much about self-control. é 






She once roped the butler with her diamond necklace and LRA GRSA cA, — 


bulldogged and branded him in eleven seconds. 









She was angry because her caviar contained no double- 






yolked eggs 

Thomasina’s tantrums alienated the élite of Newport, Bar Harbor, Palm Beach, 
Leavenworth, and the Athens water-front. 

The last I heard of her, her only admirers were five florists and a dog. 

The dog’s name was Brother, after a sister of his mother’s who had been ex- 
pelled from the Bide-a-Wee Home for violation of the honor system. 








The florists’ names were Nicodemus. 





















One day they called and found her pelting a landscape architect with pigeons- 
blood rubies. 

It seems that she had ordered a lagoon and he had installed a mongoose. 

Her admirers were alarmed by her kicks and screams, which were far from 






cultured. 
They left her post-haste. 
I think they went to call on a fishwife. 
I forgot to say that a bevy of butterflies accompanied the florists on their arrival. 
They didn’t want to see the society girl, but they liked the florists’ bouquets. 
When the florists took their bouquets 







> 
away the butterflies were disgusted. a) 
They were so disgusted that they turned se “4 
right back into caterpillars. 4 4% 
And crawled. S 
Down. . 


The Society girl's. 
NECK! 






Don’t have tantrums. 
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FIFTY-SECOND YEAR 


‘“_SOME OF THE PEOPLE—’ 


OUR COUNTRY 





HAT 


purple 


picture of 


Whistler's mother on the 3c 
imps would have given the artist the 


--jeebies—he 


originally 


having 


led it “Arrangement in Gray and 


lack.” 


ig Darrow keeps on pounding 
the 


NRA 


till it 


blows 


up, 


hat will become of Gen. Johnson? 
Vell, he might go back to fiction writ- 
g. The author of Williams at West 
int and Williams on Service ought 


be a wow with the readers of Action 
ries OT Top-Not A. 


We 


underhandedly 


lugh Johnson's stories 


ynamile 


:S. 


out 
Turned out 


of 


Everybody's 


“Love” 


read 


one of 
Alias 

for 
and “Dy- 


Love 














namite’” were both names of a horse. 
Story’s an Army comic about a goofy 
soldier the boys didn’t like, but who 
was nuts about his mount. While the 
hero is away one of the muggs starves 
the poor horse nearly to death and sells 
it. The hero, mad, beats the Mex. buyer 
to a pulp. 

Love Alias Dynamite is far snap- 
pier reading than Hon. Jas. A. Frear’s 
speech of about the same length in 
the latest Congressional Record. If the 
NRA does blow up and Gen. Johnson 
doesn’t feel like tackling Adventure, 
we think some one should turn the 
Record over to him. 


*e 
O you would know how com- 
plex the laws of this country 


are, just look one up. Look up the 
laws on gambling (or “gaming” as 


a 





LIFE’S Bureau of Consumer Research 


y 


they put it), for instance. You'll find 
that gaming is generally allowed at 
home, but not in public places. Maybe 
you think you know what gaming is- 
but what’s a public place? 

Well, a steamboat is a public place, 
but a moving train isn’t. An office or 
store is a public place in the daytime, 
but usually not in the evening. A 
church is public on Sunday, but private 
the rest of the week. And your own 
home, in case you didn’t know, is a 
public place if people can look in the 
window and see you gambling. But if 
they can just look in and see you, with- 
out knowing whether you're gambling 
or what, it’s private. 

An outhouse used by pupils of a 
country school is not a public place 
during vacation, as one might suspect. 
Neither is a boarding house, a secluded 
spot on top of a mountain, a pasture, 


N,. 
yet ————— 
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“Well, anyway, we know number six is leading.” 











or your back yard. Nor is an opera 
house in which there have been only 
two performances the last six months. 
You can gamble there, or in a room 
in a court house rented out, or in jail 
hotel 


But you can’t gamble in your 


bedroom if too many people are always 


dropping in, or in a ferry boat an 
chored in midstream 

In our latest drinking law, hard 
likker can be served over the bar if 


the bar is not the “predominating” fea 
ture of the room. And it never will be, 
says a wit, if you keep a stuffed el 
ephant near by. 


WHEELS OF INDUSTRY 


UR meanest Capital-Labor 
story is about a lady who 
emerged from a Fifth Avenue shop 
A strike 


She passed two pickets, one on each 


wearing a new coat was on 
side, smiled, walked on. When she got 
to St 


a glowing cigarette stub in each of her 


Patrick's she smelt smoke—found 
new cuff sleeves 


FEW months ago we made a 

survey of answers given by 
the switchboard girls when you call up 
firms like Kirlin, Campbell, Hickox, 
Keating & McGrann, etc. Usually, if 
you recall our story, they answer ‘‘Kir- 
lin,” or merely “Hello.”” We thought 
we had pretty thoroughly covered the 
question but a reader in Idaho (who 
has evidently just run across our story) 
writes in to ask if we won't save up 
enough money to call the Winnipeg 
law firm of Pitblado, Hoskin, Grundy, 
Pitblado, 


Bennest, Drummond-Hay, 


Turner, McEwen & Alsaker 


HIS racket started in In- 
dianapolis. A fellow in rags 
and tatters walked restaurant 
with the usual hadn’t eaten for three 


into a 


days, didn’t have any money, could: he 
have a meal. The proprietor served one 
of his regular forty-cent luncheons 
which the fellow devoured with gusto. 
After dessert had gone down the hatch 
he leaned back in his chair, pulled out 
his handkerchief and 

ten-dollar bill came out 
fell to the floor. Indignant, the pro 
prietor seized the ten-spot and gave 
the fellow $9.60 change plus a heart- 


a nice, crisp 


with it and 


felt tongue-lashing. 
When the prop. took the ten to the 








Pa S 
ce 
hs 
: ‘ , 
Are you afraid of heartburn, 


bank for deposit he was told dispas- 
sionately but definitely that it was a 
phoney. And when he blew up and 


wanted to have the fellow tracked 
down and jailed he was told he 
couldn't do that either, because the 


fellow hadn't passed the bill. If he was 
going to go around snatching bills, he 
was told, it was Azs lookout to see that 
they were good ones. 

Do you see how it all ties in with 


that phoney half dollar of yours? 





"Can you spare twenny-five cents for 
a cocktail, buddy?” 











NE Sunday we walked by the 

iron fence of Sailors’ Snug 
Harbor on Staten I. and looked in a 
the retired mariners sitting around or 
benches. The Harbor is N.Y.’s bigges 
owner of real estate, and we sort ot! 
wondered what the outfit did with al 
its money. Well, for one thing they 
had bought each former tar a new 
Panama hat with brown band. 

The sailors sat about six feet apart 
as though they didn’t care whether 
they talked or not. When a bel 
clanged they began getting up and go 
ing in for supper. We met a belated 
one shambling down the sidewalk to 
ward the gate. He laid a shriveled hand 
on our arm. 

“Did you hear a bell ring?” he asked 
anxiously. “It's the supper bell. You 
got to go when it rings or you don’t 
get anything.” He beamed and whiffe 
in our face; he was as drunk as a 
magpie. 

We asked whether the Harbor fed 
him good. 

“Say,”” he replied earnestly, “this is 
the most won’erful place in the world 
Say, you don't even have to wash a 
handkerchief. They do it all. If you 
have a doilar you drink it up; and if 
you don’t, that’s all right. Listen. It 
you give me a hundred dollars a month 
to go some place else and board | 
wouldn’t go.” 

Plutocrat. 


ENTERTAINMENT 


© mother ever lavished 

more care on picking a 
monicker for a firstborn than do the 
movie chieftains in choosing titles for 
their flickers. The reason is somewhat 
less tender:—the better showing a pic 
ture makes on a marquee the more 
people will be lured past the box office 
and the more kale it will make. 

The output of 15 years of title 
thinking-up appears in the Film Daily 
Yearbook in a section given over to 
titles—13,905 of them. Considered on 
their merits as a great many queer com 
binations of words, the list is a panic 
considered as the 15-year product of 
our fifth industry it’s hilarious. 

“Love” is the most hackneyed of all 
marquee words. The movies have given 
us “Love Is a Lie,”” “Love Is a Racket,” 
“Love Is an Awful Thing,” “Love Is 
Dangerous,” ‘‘Love Is Like That,” and, 
more conservatively, “Love Is Love’ — 
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and 170 other titles beginning with 
Love’. 

Hell” got a good play, too, with 
Hell Below,” ‘Hell Bent,” “Hell and 
High Water,” Hell On _ Earth, 
“Hell's Holiday Hell's House,” and 
some others. There was to be a “Hell’s 
Bells,”” but at the last minute Warners 
changed it to “I’ve Got Your Num- 
ber.”’ “Heart,” of course, is very prom- 
inent with such titles as “Heart of 
Romance,” “Heart of New York,” 
“Heart of Nora,” “Heart of a Fool,”’ 
“Heart of the Sunset,’’ Hearts Adrift, 
Aflame, of Oak, and of Flint. “Girl” 
runs even “Love” a close second with 
‘Girl at 
from God's 


such gems as “Girl at Bay,” 
Home,”’—from Beyond, 
from Gay 
from Everywhere,—from No- 
where,—In the Dark, In the Rain, In 
the Limousine, In the Glass Cage, and 


In the Web. There are also “Girl of 


Country,—from Chicago, 


Paree, 


Today,” “Girl of Yesterday,” ‘Girl 
On the Barge,”"—-On the Stairs, 


Overboard,—Who Came Back, Who 
Couldn't Grow Up, Who Couldn't 
Think, Who Dared, Who Lost, Who 
Ran Wild, Who Won Out, Who 
Wouldn't Quit, Who Wouldn't Work, 
Without a Room, and Without a Soul. 
Under “F’ we find “For Heaven's 
Sake,”’ ‘For His Sake,” “For Her 
Sake,” “For Your Daughter's Sake,”’ 
and “For You, My Boy.” But we've 
no intention of running through the 
whole 13,905 of them here and now. 
Just thought you'd like to know how 
tough it is to think up an original title 


W! always said we didn't 
now what radio was go- 
ing to do next, and when “Your Lover” 
came along he proved we were per- 
fectly right. He comes on over the NBC 
network on Tuesday and Friday after- 
noons, and Thursday night. 

Your Lover’’ sings, but in between 
songs he talks and he makes love. He 
well, his technique is to get every dame 
listening to think his words of love 
are all for her. His sponsors call it the 
“first scientific application of psychol- 
ogy to radio ever made,” and quote 
William James’ Principles of Psychol 
ogy (¢ hapter 25) to prove that ‘the 
thought of ‘yearning’ will produce real 
‘yearning.’’’ It probably does. Anyway, 
here is what we heard when we tuned 
in not long ago: 

“Oh, it’s nice to be sitting here talk- 














“Let me off at the next stop, conductor. 
I thought this was a lunch wagon.” 


ing to you—just you—and your radio 
and me. . . . I’m glad you're here. 
Young lady, you don’t know what a 
thrill it is for me to know you're listen- 
ing to me while I talk to you—like 
this—while I tell you the things I've 
wanted to tell you, darling. . . . 

“Darling, I've never seen your face, 
but I know it's lovely and sweet. I've 
never heard your voice. But darling, 
listen to me: I love you. I love you with 
all my heart... . 

“Oh, I wish you could talk to me 
like I’m talking to you, darling. But 
you can write to me. Won't you please ? 
... And now, lean over here close to 
your radio and tell me good night. Oh, 
how I wish I could reach out through 


a“ 











your radio and take you in my arms! 
You're so sweet... . I love you. Good- 
bye, darling. Goodbye.” 

Good night! 


GREAT MINDS 





“FRIHERE is more roma ce 
about one piccolo pl: 

than there is in a whole band of 
ophonists.”’ Nila Cram Cook 


= 


“I personally love the Natio al 
Parks.” Harold L. Icke 
= 
“Marriage can be likened to bvsi 
ness.” —Jean Harlou 
+ 
“T like to feel that a newspaper n in 
is like a soldier.” 
-Wailliam Randolph Hears 
. 
“I have never given any conside a 
tion to a political career.” 
—Mary Pickfora 
° 
"I was kept a kid as long as possi 
for Dad’s sake.”’ 
Douglas Fairbanks, ]) 


cr 


“The members of the Russian Red 
Army are the most peaceful people in 
the world.”’ Maxim Litvinoff 


+ 
“What part of the anatomy is to >« 
employed in problems of governm: nt 
if not the brain?” 
—Harold L. Icke 


“Every time a showgirl wants p.b- 


licity, she sues me for breach yf 


promise.” —Max Bae 


“Politics has been the curse of Am -r- 


, 


Fiorello H. LaGuardi 


ican politics.’ 


“I honestly feel that all is pr ity 
well along Broadway.” 
—W alter Huste 
* 
“IT wouldn't give one of these Sp: 
days for all the night clubs on eart 
James ]. Walke 


70s 


“We can make crime mighty 1- 
attractive as a means of gaining an c:sy 
living.” Mary Roberts Rinehar 
































































































































A PERSPECTIVE ON THINGS 


6 H, DARLING!” she sighed, as 
() she sipped her cocktail If 
you only knew how heavenly 

it was to be back in New York again. 


To see people who actually have faces, 
instead of those masks everybody con- 
nected with the movies seems to get. 
And do that 
woman? That I never have to go back 


you realize I'm a free 
to Hollywood as long as | live ?”” 

Are you really here for good?” I 
asked 

Absolutely, my dear. I wouldn't go 
back there if they gave me the place. 
I know this, but, 


honestly, that 


you won't believe 


when I heard they 
weren't taking up my option I was 
that I 


much 


actually delighted. I knew 


couldn't have stayed out there 
longer and kept my perspective on 
things. And that’s more important to 
the 
You've never been to Hollywood, have 


me than all movies in the world. 


you 





By Alan Campbell 


“No, I haven't,” I said. 

“Well, then, you can’t have any idea 
of what it’s like. I’m sure people in 
the East think that all the stories about 
Hollywood are exaggerated, but they’re 
not. I know if you ever went out there 
you'd hate it more than I did. It’s just 
a completely unreal world. Movies, 
movies, movies! That’s all they talk 
about. That’s all they know about. It’s 
their whole life. They don’t know 
there’s such a thing as the legitimate 
stage, and nobody in the entire place 
has ever read a book. Thank heavens 
I got out before I was smothered by 
Hollywood.” 

“I suppose you'll do a play now,” I 
suggested. 

“Oh, | 
decent one. All the ones I’ve read since 
I've been back have been terrible. Not 
one of them would even make a decent 
picture. But don’t let’s talk about me. 
Tell me everything that you and every- 


yes. If I could only find a 





body else has been doing, so I can 
get all about Hollywood.” 

“Well, let's see,’ I said. “I sup; 
you know that Doris Dane is goin; 
get married.” 

“She is! I hope not to that ay 
Arthur Boyer she ran around with 
the coast last summer.” 

“Who's Arthur Boyer?” 

“Who's Arthur Boyer? Why 
thought everybody knew who Art! 


was. He’s an agent, my dear. In fx 
one of the best agents on the cous 


Oh, you must have heard of him. H 


a nice enough fellow in a business way, 


but you simply mustn’t go to par 
and first nights with an agent. The 
ecutives don’t like it at all, and 
awfully bad for you at the studio. 
convinced that that’s why they dic 
take up Doris’ option, because she 
seen so much with Arthur. Oh, I « 
tainly hope she isn’t going to m: 
him. She'd never get another job.” 





“She isn’t. She’s marrying a man 
umed Benton, who—.”’ 

‘Oh. Robert Benton. The one who 
d the script for April Showers. Why, 
at was a terribly good picture. So 
e's going to marry him. How nice 
yr her.” 

‘I don’t think it’s the same one,” I 
id. “This is Edgar Benton. He’s a 
roker.”’ 

‘Oh.” 

Have you seen the play Doris is 
?”” T asked, after a moment. 

“Bright Wings? No, my dear, I 
ven't. It didn’t sound very interest- 
g and anyway, Warners bought it 
ceks ago as a picture for 
iy Francis, so what's the 
c? Have you seen Manhat- 

Song yet?” 


| can’t talk business here, 
erguson, Call me at my 
home this evening.” 
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Jj “No.” 


aa “I wish you 
had. I'd like to 
know what you 
thought of the 


woman's part for 


pictures. They 
could build it up, 
you know. But I 
suppose they'll 
give it to Con- 
stance Bennett. Tell me some more 
news, darling. Remember, I’ve been 
away nearly two years and I’ve heard 
nothing but pictures all that time.” 

“Well, Frederica and Tommy Bar- 
ton are—.” 

“Look!” she said suddenly. “Isn't 
that Ace Connell over there? What in 
the world do you suppose he can be 
doing in New York?” 

“Who?” 














Me 


“Ace Connell, darling. Over there by 
the window.”’ 

“Who's Ace Connell ?” 

“Who's Ace Connell? Don’t tell me 
you don’t know who Ace Connell is. 
He’s the best camera man in pictures. 
He can make you look absolutely di- 
vine, if he wants to. Excuse me, I must 
just run over and speak to him. Oh! 
It isn’t Ace at all. Why, it doesn’t even 
look like that he’s turned 
his head. Besides, I knew Ace couldn't 
be in New York. He never has a second 


him, now 


between pictures. Did you see the last 
picture he photographed? The one 
with Helen?” 

“No, I didn’t get a chance.” 

“Well, it wasn’t any good. I doubt 
if it ever makes back its production 
cost. But his camera work was mar- 
velous. Practically all gauze work, of 
course.” 

“What's gauze work?” 

“Oh, you know. They put a couple 
of thicknesses of gauze over the lens of 
the camera and get that lovely, soft 
effect. It takes ten years off your age. 
That's the way they photograph all 
Naomi's pictures, of course.” 
ex-husband the other 
“He told me she 


adopting a child.” 


“IT saw her 


day,”” I said. was 


“I don’t suppose he told you that 
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Bread and Butter.” 


her new contract is for practically no 
money at all. There’s an awful bunch 
at that studio, anyway. I can’t imagine 
why she signed with them. Still, I sup- 


pose when her last three pic- 
tures haven't grossed five 
hundred thousand all to- 
gether—Oh. Shad roe! How 
lovely. You don’t know what 
it's like to be eating good 
food again. Do you remem- 
ber the night years ago when 
you and Dan and Mary 
Branch and I went to that 
little seafood place at Coney 
Island? By the way, whatever happened 
to Mary Branch?” 

“She's still in New York,” I said. 
“I saw her last week.” 

“What does she do?” 

“She's still writing. Her book last 
year was a best seller, as a matter of 
fact.” 

“Isn't it funny that she’s never man- 
aged to get into pictures? I don’t see 
why they don’t give her a chance. She 
might turn out to be quite good at 
writing dialogue.” 

“Well,” I said, “I don’t believe she 
wants to write for the movies. She 
makes a lot of money from her stories 
in magazines, beside the royalties from 
her books. She has a contract now for 
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“Bread and Butter.”’ 






six short stories from one of the—. 

“I tell you what I'll do. I'll spea 
to Beinberg about her! He'll be her 
next week, you know. There’s no re 


son on earth why Mary 
shouldn't be out there doin» 
dialogue. Look at Edd 


Megan. He was strugglin 
along here, too, and now he 
on the Metro staff and ge 
ting a good salary every- 
Good heavens! Is it tw 
o'clock? I must fly. Why i 
the world didn’t you tell n 
it was that late? I promise 
faithfully I'd be at the RKO office : 
two. They've got some idea that I’ 
go out for them and make three pic 
tures a year. As a matter of fact 
wouldn’t be bad because I'd have tin 
in between to do a play in New Yor! 
and the salary they're talking is abs 
lutely unbelievable. It would be abs: 
lutely criminal to refuse it. Darlin; 
it’s been absolutely heavenly to see yo 
and hear all the news and forget th: 
Hollywood ever existed. Thanks f¢ 
lunch and do call me soon. Goodbye. 
e a7 
Few a recent 50-mile trip in th 
back of a roadster we've decide 
to call it a rumple seat. 

















VALENTINO OF THE REVOLUTION 


By Drew Pearson and Robert S. Allen 


( Authors of 


IVE brains and a pair of pants 

(5 to a Greek God and you have 

Rexford Guy Tugwell. The 

adies love him, his colleagues admire 

iim, the President depends upon him, 
sig Business hates him. No 
ian, in the New Deal today, 
vields so much indirect pow- 
r, commands so much news- 

rint, sits so near the top of 
he heap save the New Deal- ( 
r himself. 

Yet there was a time, not 
ng ago, when the future 
f the Number One Brain 
rustee seemed destined for 
1e ~=pedagogical cowpaths Rexford 
rom which he came. 

Those were the days when Professor 
\ay Moley sat at the Roosevelt right, 
inctioned jealously as king-pin of the 
ttle group which gathered material, 


SELL 


uided policies, coined the campaign 
logan: “New Deal.” 

Those were the days also when Rex 
Tugwell, a somewhat shy, somewhat 
eticent, politically ignorant young 
olumbia professor used to write bril- 
iant tomes analysing the economic 
ore-spots of the USA and turn them 
n to the Democratic candidate expect- 
ng that busy gentleman to understand 
vhat was meant when he wrote: 
Chance has substituted itself for the 
nthropomorphic interpretation of his- 
ory as a causal sequence.” 


T was Ray Moley who, under- 

standing these economic the- 
ries only vaguely, took time to figure 
hem out and make a sort of oral blue- 
vrint for the Chief. Result: Moley be- 
ame the hub of the Brain Trust, Tug- 
vell the consulting specialist. 

This relationship was accentuated 
ust after election when Tugwell, 
olitically naive or else betrayed by the 
ress, appeared in an interview as chief 
pokesman for the President-elect’s fu- 
ure policies. Publication brought a 
scorching telegram from Roosevelt 
with instructions to Moley to adminis- 
er a spanking. 

Then came the Tugwell Pure Food 





ind Drug Act. Orders to write it were 





issued direct from the White House 

and the orders were to go the limit. 
Tugwell did. 

It brought a yowl of protest from 
every food and drug manufacturer in 
the country—a yowl which re- 
verberated angrily among the 
newspapers and magazines, 
those potent moulders of pub- 
lic opinion which benefit from 

food and drug advertising. 
When the yowl started, 
Tugwell was syndicating a 
weekly column to a score of 
newspapers. A day or two 
later, he woke up with only 


Tugwell two. 


The meat packers, the can- 
ners, the milk dealers yelled for his 
scalp. 

“Where has he learned his farming? 
Why should he be Assistant Secretary 
of Agriculture?” 

At the height of the bombardment, 
Roosevelt sent for Tugwell’s chief, 
Henry Wallace. 

“Tell Rex,” he said, “to keep his 
pajamas on.” 

A brewery, and battleships played 













"The Washington Merry-Go-Round” ) 





a part in moulding the youth of Rex- 
ford Tugwell. 

The first, in too close proximity to 
the Buffalo football field where young 
Tugwell practised as a high school stu- 
dent, turned him, with a nauseated 


stomach, from stardom to scholarship. 

The second, constantly held up as an 
economic waste by his elderly high 
school principal, turned him toward 
liberalism. 

The question of what brand that 
liberalism is has caused Senators to lose 
their tempers, has consumed gallons 
of editorial ink, and has precipitated 
two congressional investigations. 


O dear Daughters of the 
American Revolution, to 
Doctor ‘‘Eat-and-Tell” Wirt, and to 
other goose-flesh flagwavers, Tugwell 
is a buddy of Joseph Stalin. To some of 
his cloistered college pals, he is a rank 
White, a Tory and a traitor to the 
Cause. He is cussed out by both Left 
and Right. 
Reason: Primarily Tugwell is a sci- 
entist. Visiting Russia he wrote an ap- 
(Continued on page 39) 
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“Of course these things can't happen over-night, but 1 do believe 
Roosevelt is winning Wilmer over to the New Deal.” 












FASCINATION 
By Edward W. Spooner 


EOPLE who bound around with 
great vigor fascinate a mild man 
nered person like me. I was 
fascinated by just such a chap here on 
the beach a few days ago. He was a big 
husky fellow with a great hairy chest 
which was shown off to much advan- 
tage by the abbreviated trunks which 
were all he wore. I started the book I 


had brought along but soon gave it 


yp to watch him and his gay antics as 
he romped up and down the beach 
Every time he tore by me with his 
flying feet kicking up little whirlwinds 
of sand, and his boisterous shouts ring- 
ing merrily, I thought of what tre- 
mendous vitality he must possess. The 
children were fascinated by him, too. 
He'd come up silently behind them and 
suddenly swing them screaming in the 
uir high over his head. And he’d tum- 
ble them about in the water until they 
were quite red in the face. They play- 
ed tag with him. When they'd see him 
coming they'd race away as fast as their 
little legs would go, darting glances 
over their shoulders to see if he were 


chasing them. He'd always swoop 
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What do you know, Harley; 
t red whiskers!” 











"No, this one goes poddle-poddle. 1 want one that goes pittle-pottle.” 


































down on them with a great shout an 
spill them all over the sand. 

I had a chance to speak to him when 
a big rubber ball he had captured fron 
a little girl bounced in my face. He 
came over laughing to apologize and 
I asked him to sit down and share the 
lunch I had brought with me. I said | 
thought he must be hungry after al 
that exertion. He said he was always 
hungry, he never could get enough to 
eat. So I made him take a couple ot! 
dill pickles, three or four liverwurs 
and peanut butter sandwiches and ; 
bottle of pop. We started talking abou 
the water and I asked him how far 
he could swim. He said he was pretty 
good at it and didn’t think anything 
of a mile or two. I said I didn’t think 
even a man as strong as he was could 
swim a mile out to sea and back again 
without getting pretty tuckered out 
He said he’d show me. So he bolted 
the rest of the sandwiches, slapped me 
on the back, not knowing about my 
sunburn, and thundered down into the 
waves. I certainly admired his power 
ful overhand as he ploughed rapidly 
out to sea. About a half mile out he 
turned and I saw he was waving to me 
vigorously with both arms. I signalled 











him and he kept on waving until a 
x swell hid him from sight and I 
terned back to my book. 

I haven’t seen him since. He must 


h:ve swum two or three miles down 
the coast and come ashore somewhere 
e. A fascinating chap. 


THE GANGSTER 
\JHO WOULDN’T TALK 
By Doug Welch 


' ELL, ya certainly got a nice 
coat of tan, Killer. 
YOU 


That’s what say, not 











Where'd ya go on your vacation? 
Who wantsa know? 
Why, ! do. You know, justa friend- 
question, Killer. You know, just 
ng us muggs. 

ain't talking. 
Sure, O. K., Killer. I just wondered 
at kinda time you had, that's all. 
Well, it ain't worrying me, is it? 
hy should it worry YOU? 
It ain’t worrying me, Killer. I was 
t wondering, that's all. 
Well, go on wondering. 
| suppose you had a great time? 
Yea, maybe I did and maybe I 
In't. A smart guy like you ought to 
ow the answer to all them questions. 
[ suppose you slept under blankets ? 






Suppose I did. Then what ? 

Oh, nothing. Only it’s the usual 
ng to ask, ain’t it? [ mean, guys go 
ay on their vacations and write back 
im Having Fine Time. Slept Last 
ght Under Blankets.”’ 

What guys ? 

What guys what? 

What guys write like that? 









Lots of guys write like that. 







All right, wise guy. Just name one. 
st name ONE guy what writes like 





; 





It's kind of hard to do right off, 
ller. But I mean, everybody does. 





So you can’t do it, eh? 





Gosh, put away your rod, Killer. I 






t done nothing. 

Name ONE guy. 

How about Mike the Pipe? He wrote 
me last year: ““X marks my room.” 
Yea, and what happened to HIM? 
He got knocked off. 

So who’s the smart guy, me or him? 
You are, Killer. You see, the only 
ison I asked was I seen Tony the Rat 
id he said he seen you at Atlantic 
City with a couple of frills. 




















































anything 


It’s a lie. I got six guys to prove it. 

So you won't say a single word about 
your vacation? 

You can’t get nothing out of me 

And you won't come around in a 
week or a month and start to tell me 
ALL about it? 

I ain't no punk. 

Well, then, Killer, put ‘er there. | 
wanta shake hands. The world could 
use a couple of hundred million guys 
just like you. 


I’m not commenting 
o 6 


OW that police in many cities 

have confiscated all illegal slot 

machines, the only five-cent gamble left 
is the pay ‘phone. 
a 

And we never realized how many 

employed men there were in this 

country until most of them went on 

a strike. 








"God knows where he keeps his liquor—he never keeps 
in its place.” 


TRY TRY AGAIN 


EN hours of sleep and I remark 
The future seems no longer dark. 
Add coffee, toast, a pair of eggs, 
And I've a brand-new set of legs, 
A tranquil heart, an eager eye, 
My spirits and my head are high. 


The moral is, it’s far rom bright 

To waste the wee small hours of night 

In roistering, when one must pay 

With spiritual blight next day. 

But still I hope, as many do, 

To eat my cake and have it too. 
—Margaret Fishback. 
* o 

Radio bands can kill a tune in six 
wecks but they don’t seem to be able to 


do anything about that Cuban music. 
* 


Nowadays it isn’t a question of who 
has the right-of-way on the streets. It’s 
a question of who will get it. 








5 - hh 
7 - | /f 
Py 
HM | Wy, 
Wy / || ' aa 


AT 
/ 


— a - 


“And this is m) private swimming pool.” 
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PARK AVENUE PUGILISM 


By Paul Gallico 


















































HE menace of the débutante and 
the society matron to professional 
pugilism has never been suffici- 
tly publicized until recently when 
rs. Enzo Fiermonte, formerly Mrs. 
ideleine Force Astor Dick, was forced 
withdraw her prizefighter husband 
m pugilistic circu- 
ion because he was 
blicly referredtoa 
istic bum, and the 
me, a tender and 
learing one in fis- 
circles fell harsh- 
upon her ears. I 
not think the 
mer Mrs. Astor need be so sensitive. 
ey didn’t say he was a big bum. They 
t said he was a bum. 
Now here was just another example 
a lady being a little too hasty in her 
ctions because she happened to be 
ying outside of her league. If she 
| just waited a week or so, any of 
boys who would have wandered up 
cover her husband's training didos 
ild have told her that when Enzo 
s referred to as a bum it did not 
essarily mean that he was a bum, 
. well, just bum, like Mon Brave, 
French, or Chico in Italian, or 
maltz, in German. 
| have heard prizefight managers 
verse for hours about their athletes 
whom they had nothing but the 
derest feelings since these same ath- 
s were enabling them to eat with- 
working, and always say—'‘Well, 
right then, I will let my bum fight 
if bum in Fall River, a dror, but 
en they come back in Wilkesbarre, 
bum he win a dezision on account 
mother lives there and the old lady 
't got long to live any more. Your 
n can win him back in Syrcuse.” 


Te Madison Square Garden 
Corporation had announced 
t it meant to stage a fight for the 
it heavyweight championship of the 
rld held by Maxey (Slapsey) Rosen- 
om with Signor Enzo (Cleanso) 
rmonte as the challenger. The first 
blicity sheet was hardly out of the 
meograph machines heralding this 














event when the humorless and slightly 
officious boxing commission announced 
that it would not sanction the match 
because they deemed Enzo a pugilistic 
bum and no fit opponent either socially 
or fistically to mingle with champion 
Rosenbloom. It was probably the snub 
more than the ap- 
pellation that grieved 
Mrs. Fiermonte. Mr. 
Fiermonte an- 
nounced with 
hurt _ that 

bloom had fought a 
lot of other bums at 
times with 


some 
Rosen- 


various 
the blessing of the commission and 
he failed to see why they wouldn’t let 
him fight one more bum. 

Mrs. Fiermonte had engaged a cot- 
tage in Westhampton and built an out- 
door gymnasium to enable Enzo to 
sweat off some excess poundage he had 
acquired through devotion to the flesh- 
pots of society. When last I saw Enzo 
he was a trim hundred and sixty pound- 
er. In two years away from the pits he 
picked up twenty-six pounds which is 
pretty good, though not par for that 
course. When Carnera was training for 
his fight with Tommy Loughran in 
Miami _ last little 
social on the boys and came in weigh- 
ing 286 pounds the evening of the 
fight instead of the 256 pounds adver- 


winter he went a 


tised. 


ELL, Fiermonte had an 

outdoor ring and a heavy 
punching bag and a spar-boy named 
Charley (Trader) Horn, whom he had 
once bested in a legitimate ring encoun- 
ter, and the merry boys of the press 
were just sharpening up their pencils 
and preparing to journey to Westhamp- 
ton and do the situation justice when 
the boxing commission talked so in- 
elegantly. Also the false and vicious 
rumor was already spreading that 
Rosenbloom had received a pourboire 
of $25,000 to assist him in viewing the 
forthcoming contest in the right light. 
A couple of the more ribald columnists 
had some preliminary cackles visioning 
the charming scene in the ring when 











the uncouth and rowdy Rosenbloom 
who fights as though he were wielding 
bladders tied to sticks instead of fists, 
slapped Enzo from Pink to Ruddy be- 
fore a large public gathering which 
would include practically everyone of 
prominence in the neighborhood. All 
the blabber and petty gossip and steam- 
up of a big fight had begun before 
even the papers were signed. With a 
sigh, Signor Fiermonte retired from the 
fight and all further public competition 
on the grounds that the publicity was 
distasteful to his wife. 


r was a great blow to many 
of us who had known 
Enzo when he was a handsome middle- 
weight contender, a good boxer and a 
fair fighter, but a great front runner 
and killer when he had a chump in 
there with him, but not so good with a 
guy who would muss him up. A lot of 
us had counted on the connection to 
put the bee on the Fiermontes for an 
Annie Oakley to the wedding of young 
Jacob Astor, One-Two-Three, on ac- 
count of Enzo being his ever-loving 
step-pappy. Some of the boys had be- 
come socially ambitious through meet- 
ing up with the socially prominent and 
(before the crash) wealthy millionaires 
who used to hang around Gene Tun- 
ney’s training camps, and the covering 
of the rehearsals of Signor Fiermonte 
was considered a big step upward and 
therefore a coveted post. Well, all that 
is over and done with. Society may not 
have ruined a grade A_ prizefighter 
when it assimilated Signor Fiermonte 
and made him into an Astor but it cer- 
tainly ruined the best writing and 
watching fight of the year. 


bee would not appreciate this 
unless you knew Rosenbloom 
as I do. He is a very uncouth and tough 
looking Jewish gentleman with a stub- 
ble chin and an ear that looks like an 
ingrown sweet potato, and a manner of 
fighting that is plain poison to the 
pretty stand-up picture fighters. He 
wipes his nose on their chests, thwacks 
them with slapping punches so that 
(Continued on page 43) 












FROM ME TO YOU 


By Marge 


HERE'S nothing like a little hot 
weather to bring out the beast in 
a man, I was talking this aft with 
a girlfriend of mine, Gloria Jones. 
What,” I asked her, 


your romance with George ? You and 


happened to 


he avere so fond of each other.” 

I gave him the air, the brute!’’ she 
replied [ thought he was an animal 
lover because everywhere he went he 
took his dog along. Then one day we 
went down to the beach and I said to 
him, ‘Your poor dog is simply covered 
with flies!’ And do you know what 
he said? He said: ‘Sure, that’s why I 
bring him! When he’s around the flies 
don't bother me/ 

Yessir, the truth comes out with the 
sun and the mosquitoes and the gnats. 
A lot of people cling to the idea that 
summertime’s the time for love, and 
I'll admit that there's nothing like 
honeysuckle and a porch swing to 
make the heart go pitter patter. But I'm 
willing to bet that more romances have 
been blighted on summer days than 
ever were started on summer nights 

Gosh, when I think of the love af- 
fairs that’ve been washed up at water 
melon parties, and the romances that 
have hit the rocks at doggic roasts ! 
Look at Hildegarde Bean and Alfred 
Wilkins, for instance. They'd planned 
to be married this autumn, but last 
week they went on a picnic and Al 
stuffed himself full of deviled crabs, 
hot dogs and hard boiled eggs. On the 
way home on the ferry, in spite of his 
condition, Hildegarde insisted on kiss 
ing him. She uses raspberry lipstick 





and it was the last straw for Al! He got 
sick on the spot, and that was the end 
of that romance. 

It's darned hard to keep the flame 
of love burning brightly during these 
warm spells. Everything’s so unsettled 

weather, stomachs and tempers. Es- 
pecially tempers. No girl, once she has 
gone through August with a boy, can 
wail if she marries him afterwards: “I 
didn’t know what I was getting!’’ Poise 
and perspiration don’t mix, and the 
time to find out what a man is really 
like is when the thermometer is hitting 
a hundred. It’s easy enough to be 
smooth during the winter, but the man 
worth while is the man who can smile 
while changing a tire on a sizzling day! 


HAT Old Davil Sun beating 

down on the bean will bring 
out the Hyde in almost any Doctor 
Jekyll. Take the case of my cousin Ger- 
tie. She was engaged to a minister’s son 
and she thought he was perfectly saint- 
ly. But one afternoon they went sailing 


e 
entt 


“You keep right on riding, sweetheart. I’m much more comfortable here!” 








—_ 


“Do you call that sporting? Deliberate! 
aiming your serves at my stomach?” 


and got becalmed in the bay for fou 
hours. ‘My goodness, Gertie,” I remor 
strated when I heard their engagemen 
was off, “I should think it would hay 
been awfully romantic!” 

“Romantic, my foot!” she retorte: 
“Just you try being becalmed on a bla 
ing hot day with a bald headed bo 
with the hives!” 


Of course, summer reveals just as 


much about the women as it does abou 
the men. It takes SOME femme to kee; 
a man convinced she’s his Dream Gir 


when her nose is peeling, her bosor 
blistered and her permanent hangin 
in strings. If we had any sense we’ 
all spend our a.m.’s sitting under 

tree drinking iced tea. But we'll neve 
learn. We keep right on frying ou 
selves on tennis courts and roasting 1: 


row boats. 

Like Sally Smith who the other da 
foolishly accepted an invitation to g 
deep sea fishing, and blasted the lov 
of her boyfriend, Jimmy. She was nu 
ty to go because she’s a poor sailor wit 
a vivid imagination. Every fish Jimn 
pulled in he would chortle, “Boy, wi 


THAT make a good meal!” and Sall; 
would shudder inwardly. Finally, he 


caught a fifty-pound shark, and tha 
was the finish for Sally! 


Summer may be swell for the hay 


crop, but it knocks the heck out o 
romance! 


Compa re 
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MASTER SIX 
SPORT COUPE 


evrolet’s low delivered prices and easy G. M.A.C. terms 
A General Motors Value 


Pcweveoter | When you first see this page, you will be far at sea, 
watching your ship breast mountainous swells... 


tramping decks vibrant with the throb of powerful engines... or 


lounging with guests in the luxurious salon. No wonder you are 
reluctant toland! But land you must, and that is why we address 
you now. We firmly believe a Chevrolet will dispel your distaste 
for terra firma. You step intoan interior as shipshape and luxurious 
as your quarters on the yacht. The 80-horsepower, 80-mile-an-hour 
engine brings back that feeling of resistless power. Knee-Action 
wheels make your course as smooth as a windless sea. And this car 
is more responsive than any ship that ever sailed. Does that 
sound like too much for any car to offer? Then check with your 
guests, most of whom own Chevrolets. You will learn that this 
is no ordinary car. It is the ideal form of personal transportation. 


CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICHIGAN 


CHEVROLET ‘: 1934 








INCE foreign exchange became so 
lop-sided, many of our leading 
cosmopolites have abandoned the 

handouts - across - the - sea policy this 
summer. They are discovering that it is 
just as expensive to stay at home. Take 
the Wildersnips, for instance. As travel- 
lers, they trot a mean globe, and it has 
always been their custom to spend the 
summer abroad. But this year they de- 
cided to see America instead. 

“We'll just toss a few things into the 
back seat of the old Dishpano-Huiza, 
ind head for the hinterland,” announc- 
ed Mrs. Wildersnip; and she hummed 
a few bars of The Gypsy Violin as a 
leitmotif. “We'll pay no attention to 
clocks and maps and time-tables. If we 
feel hungry or sleepy we'll simply stop 
at the side of the road and make our- 
selves at home, wherever we happen to 
be. Who was it that said, ‘Let me live 
in a house by the side of the road and 
be a friend to man’ ?”’ 

“Mae We st,”” replied Mr. Wéilder- 
snip, who had not yet caught the spirit 
of the occasion. Of course, he reminded 
his wife, you can’t make a long trek with 
nothing but a tooth-brush. He would 
have to look into the question of equip- 


ment. 


O Mr. Wildersnip stepped in- 
to a large and fashionable 
sporting-goods store that very afternoon 
on his way home from the office. He 
was, he informed the clerk, going on a 
sort of camping trip and he w anted an 
outfit that could be carried in a car 
just a few articles sufficient for an over- 
night bivouac and an odd meal now and 
then. 

“Yes, indeed,” said the clerk eager- 
ly. “Just step this way to the Space- 
Saving department, please.” 

The Space-Saving department was a 
revelation to Mr. Wildersnip. It was 
filled with gadgets which, at a twist of 
the wrist, extended to several times 
their original size. Everything was 
hinged or jointed or accordion-pleated 
so that it could be compressed into a 
mere chassis of its former self. 

The first item Mr. Wildersnip in- 
vested in was an umbrella-tent, to be 
carried on the running-board. It was 
made not of ordinary canvas but of bal- 
loon silk so fine that, according to the 
clerk, it could be pulled through a 
wedding-ring. Just why anyone would 
want to pull a tent through a wedding- 
ring the clerk did not make clear, but 
Mr. Wildersnip bought it anyhow. He 
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GILT-EDGED VAGABONDS 


By Weare Holbrook 


also bought a camp stove which could 
be folded into a packet no larger than 
a kodak. This stove was made of a 
metal similar to that used in the frame- 
work of dirigibles; it was so light that 
when it was unfolded and set up over 
a brisk fire, it would be necessary to 
skewer its barbed legs firmly into the 
ground to keep it from floating away. 

An essential adjunct to the stove, of 
course, was fuel, and Mr. Wildersnip 
discovered that this could be purchased 
by the can in concentrated form. The 
canned fuel did away with all twig- 
gathering, wood-chopping and spark- 
fanning which used to make the life of 
the camper so laborious. It even did 
away with the camper himself, if he 
got careless with his matches. Never- 
theless, Mr. Wildersnip bought a case 
of 12 dozen cans. 

The sleeping problem was solved by 
the purchase of a double pneu-mattress 
which could be inflated with the tire- 
pump as the occasion demanded. It was 
equipped with an alarm-clock attach- 
ment which would open the air-valve 
at any designated hour, causing the 
mattress to whistle “Yankee Doodle” 
as the sleepers sank into consciousness. 

By this time Mr. Wildersnip was 
thoroughly sold on the idea of maltum 
in parvo. He felt as if he were living 











Last one in is asap!” 





in a fourth-dimensional world where 
length, breadth and thickness wer« 
purely hypothetical and anything might 
happen. On the chance that there 
might be some wild-life en route, he 
bought a sectional fishing-rod and a 


folding shotgun. The fishing-rod, 


when reduced to its lowest terms, 
could be carried in the vest pocket like 
a fountain pen, and the shotgun had a 
barrel that telescoped like a drinking 
cup. 


xX part of his fishing equip- 
ment he also bought an 
electric worm digger and a collapsible 
grasshopper net, although his notions 
were vague as to the habitat of electric 
worms and collapsible grasshoppers. 
“And here,” said the clerk quickly 
when Mr. Wildersnip began edging 
toward the door, “here is a little 
article which you will find indis- 
pensable wherever you go—a com- 
bination telescope, flashlight and com- 
pass, all in one. Let me recommend this 
handy, all-purpose jack-knife, too, sir. 
Eleven blades of finest German steel, 
including a pruning hook and a special 
blade for removing stones from horses’ 
hoofs. You never can tell when you 
may meet a horse, sir.” 
(Continued on page 47) 
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Insured for a Million 
but he’s a DENTAL CRIPPLE 
Just the Same! 


‘PINK TOOTH BRUSH” BEGAN IT.. 


Vhen this man’s company took out 

cool one million dollars worth of 
surance on him he was sound— 
‘rough and through. And his teeth 
ere sound, too. 

Today, he’s a Dental Cripple. And 
e can blame only his own careless- 
ess, his own deliberate neglect. 

He knew that our modern menus 
f soft and savory foods, our modern 
ibits of hurried eating, rob our gums 
f work and health. He knew that 
curring “tinge of pink” on his tooth 
rush was the warning signal of ail- 
ig gums. But when his dentist ad- 

sed “Ipana and massage” he 
xdded, and then he forgot. 


Eighteen months later he discovered 
“pink tooth brush” is often the tragic 
forerunner of gingivitis or Vincent’s 
disease, and that it does threaten 
the soundest teeth. 

Follow modern dental science. 
Keep your gums firm and healthy. 
Clean your teeth with Ipana. And 
each time rub a little extra Ipana 
into your inactive gums. The ziratol 
in Ipana speeds sluggish circulation, 
aids in hardening the gums. 

It will pay you to clean your teeth 
and massage your gums with Ipana 
Tooth Paste. Your teeth will be 
whiter, your gums firmer—and you 
can forget about “pink tooth brush.” 


° From ‘ 
he work on dental health 
Ing of th 
cme © gums aly. 
peer trouble, and Should a 
€ntion at Once,” tai 


* From a dental 
“ . 

“Brushing of 
1M POrtance to 


authority 


the gum 


S is 
brushin of equal 


& the teeth » 





JNE IN THE “HOUR OF SMILES’ AND HEAR 
HE IPANA TROUBADOURS, WED. EVENINGS 
-WEAF AND ASSOCIATED N. B. C. STATIONS 


iIPANA 


TOOTH PASTE 





Dia? 


Episode Four—Bad Company Leads Sinbad Astray 





Allacross the world \\ z SZ 


) men paya little more (@// 


a \ 


‘yw to “nix it” with this 
mineral water from 
the famous springs 


of Waukesha, Wis. 


It’s over on the alkaline side 
White Rock is slightly alkaline. It tends 
to counteract the acidity of whatever you 


mix it with. It brings out good tastes. 


... better for you 








“While There's Life, There's Hope” 


NUMBER 2593 


MOVIE CENSORSHIP 


E are never quite clear about 

our position on sex. Some days 

we're almost won over to it and 
then again we get so sick of it in books 
and plays and movies that we would 
willingly support a law confining all 
dramatic productions to Way Down 
East and Little Women. As to Holly- 
wood we are sick of it for the greater 
part of the time, not because of its 
morals but because of the tawdriness 
and cheapness of its mind, its insistence 
on using the third rate when the first 
ratc would do just as well and 
even sell better. If the cam 
paign of the churches against 
unclean” films will correc 
this situation, we'll set out on 


national 


another campaign 


such as we used in battering 
Prohibition. It 


pleasure. But just as the good 


would be a 


intentions of Prohibition 


turned into the horrors o! 
bootlegging and the national 
collapse of morals, so may the 
campaign for cleanliness lead 
to an orgy of Puritanism. And 
after all we spent many gen- 
erations overcoming Puritan 
ism. The line between excess 
and freedom is thin 


With the 


the world the church people 


very 
best intentions in 
may be something 
which will set back the prog 


Starting 


ress of the human mind. The 
human mind at the moment is 
in a state which might be 
described as one of suspend- 
ed animation. It is barely 
breathing. It is subject to all 
the ails of idiocy. One push 
from any direction would be 
sufficient to hurl it into ob- 
livion. On this basis, we ask 


mercy. 


OLLYWOOD is 

bad and a good 

scare is an excellent thing, but 
a censorship which arose from 
such extreme reaction that it 
sought to suppress every fresh 
and original 


idea every 
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thought would be a tragedy in a coun- 
try where original thoughts are so scarce 
that a man with two of them is men- 
tioned in the same breath with Sir 
Isaac Newton. One point overlooked in 
the controversy is that not only is 
Hollywood founded on sex but our 
whole civilization has the same basis. 
New spapers, magazines, art, music, ad- 
vertising, theatres, movie everything 
is arranged with the idea of furnishing 
the utmost in titillation. It reaches the 


height of absurdity when the radio edi- 
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at 


Feng: av free rat, 





tors of newspapers insist on havin; 
nude studies of the radio beauties fo 
their columns. But you can see the im 
plications of the war on sex. Brough 
to its logical conclusion it would jus 
about ruin American business. 
However, the church-movies quarr 
is ideal for the bystanders. They can b 
on both sides. They can hope tha 
Hollywood will get such a lambastin; 
that it will start turning out picture 
actuated by honesty and based o: 
reality and they can keep an eagle ey 
on cleanliness for the purpose of sec 
ing that cleanliness does not subtly edg 
over into a general censorship of ideas 
Gentlemen, we need ideas. There neve 
was a time when we needed ideas mor« 
If by keeping Mae West and Lup 
Velez and Marlene Dietrich we car 


assure ourselves that we won't mis 


something more important, we may b 
willing to risk a little sex. Of cours: 


oe oe 


in a nice way. 





IF YOU WANT YOUR SHARE OF THE SLIM SUPPLY 
LEFT OF 16- AND 18-YEAR-OLD PRE-PROHIBITION 
VINTAGE WHISKEY. BETTER ACT RIGHT NOW! 





HERE is a limited supply of pre-prohibition rye and in bond. And for Mount [— 
bourbon still remaining in the nation’s warehouses. _Vernon—our one remain- 
Tr ing prohibition-aged rye— She denne tends Gd 

veral of the most famous brands of these whiskies be- ranging in age from 12 to ee a 


ng to National Distillers and its subsidiaries. oS weeen saith icindae Sietiiaae anal 


? — a a : : re a : : up the greater part of this 
hen this diminishing supply of rare old whiskey isex-  ¢,, if you wait too long, 


sted. v 1. -Vver see f r > as > cover en e x ° . . 
iusted youw ill never see any more, as the government = gon’t say we didn’t warn hep thane cnt dnaiiiiaais 
istomarily insists that whiskey be withdrawn at the 

- “ you. tities remaining of Op 
id of 8 years from barrels and bottled for purposes of ~ eaiiemien. achitieien 
venue, de luxe, Brack Go.Lp, 


special limited stock, but 








‘ + ° Bice Grass and 
ou might, however, reasonably ask—won’t this sup- cma 
- LD 


ly last some time? Is there any immediate need for 
iste in acquiring a stock? 


is not our purpose to sound a selfish alarm. You will 
ways be able to get good whiskies—there is a good 
pply of aged-in-the-wood and bottled in bond four- 
ar-old ryes and bourbons coming along. These will be 
ailable under the same brand names mentioned here. 
i the other hand, facts, based on sales, indicate clearly 
at every single case of this 16- to 18-year-old vintage 
\iskey will be sold within a relatively short time. 

ith the return of better times, people of means are 
ain shopping for character and quality in the liquors 
ey drink and serve. 


1is explains why our 16-year-old Old Taylor is now 
mpletely sold out—as are several other 
nerable National Distillers brands. 





also explains the swiftly mounting de- Tay © oe a2 ee © 


tcand for our famous pre-prohibition 
|ourbons—notably Sunny Brook and 
(. ld Grand Dad, both from 16 to 18 years 


really “occasion” whiskey — 
not for the everyday cocktail 
or highball, but for the un- 


usual occasion 








!RODUCTS OF NATIONAL DISTILLERS 


This advertisement is not intended to offer this product for sale or delivery in any state or community wherein the advertising, sale or use thereof is wnlawful. 











ATII NI The doctor | had did 
nothing but listen to my heartbeat 


Dox Yes, I see your chest has 


all the earmarks of a dirty quack 
Arizona Kitty-Kat 
. 
Ist How’'ll I cook these sausages ? 
’nd—Fry ‘em like fish 
Ist (after ten minutes’ work) 
There’s not much left to them after 
hey re cle [ | Oo 
Yale Record 
© 
I'm up to the chin in a swell jam. A 
thbor's 5-y r-old called and left on my 
Pru soldier, fashioned of figs 
Wi colate hat and marsh- 
W kt ips ck | if was two hours AZo, 
now he’s in tl ther room inquiring for it 
A 1] gO | y wite t one side 
! S ving the canary grin 
face I et it 
©. O. Meclnt 1H wre Eve. Net 


Aw grow up, you big slob 


Dartmouth Jack-o-Lantern. 
. 


PARODIES 


(Wits ipol 6 fo anybody) 


I hop. that I shall never see 
Another parody on “Trees, 

A poem that tries to tear ipart 

And ridicule a work of art 

It's pretty sickening to see 

An elbow lovely as a kne« 
Or lines referring oft to girls 
Upon whose bosoms have lain pearls; 
Or girls whose lovely arms are pressed 
Against pink orchids at their breasts. 

A glance at verse on such a theme 
Has always made me want to scream. 
For though fools write ’em every season 
Only God can know the reason 

Yale Record 


> 
First flea: What’s the matter, Charlie ? 
[ oothache ? 

Second flea Nope Just tried to bite 


an iron dog ( ell I id ld 


























THE 


COLLEGE PARADE 


(to host in new home)— 
Hello, old pal, how do you find it here ? 

Host—W alk right upstairs, and then 
two doors to the left. 


Cornell Widow. 


Guest 


7 
Gent (in furniture store): What is 
that piece called ? 
Girl (behind counter) : Highboy. 
Gent: Why, er; how do you do? 


California Pelican. 





carry your wallet, sir?” 
fi Je ler. 


‘May 1 
Columbi 
. o 
A university is made up of two kinds 
of people: city slackers and country 
fallows 


Harvard Lam po mn. 


— 

Proud Mother—Yes, he’s a year old 
now, and he’s been walking since he 
was eight months old. 

Really? He must be 

Lafayette Lyre. 


Bored Visitor 
awfully tired. 































| Faculty Minds at Work 


“TE we could do away with college 

for a hundred or a hundred an 

fifty years, there might be a revival ¢ 

the desire to learn.” —Prof. S. Fran 

Davidson, English, Indiana Universit) 
. 

“Even an elephant has passion.” 
Prof. F. M. Fling, History, Universit 
of Nebraska. 

ao 

“India is a land unfit for white men 
and it is full of missionaries.” —Pro 
P. P. Cram, History, Harvard. 

s 

“When you're talking to a womai 
you're not talking to a human being. 

Prof. Max C. Otto, Philosophy, Un 
versity of Wisconsin. 

J 2 : 

‘Man is the only animal that spits. 

Prof. D. A. Laird, Psychology, Co 
gate l init ersity. 

e 

“Municipal credit is like sex in ar 
eighty-year-old man—wholly in the 
mind.”—Prof. Thomas Reed, Politica 
Science, University of Michigan. 

7 

“Nothing that I say is necessarily 
true.”"—Prof. C. A. Robinson, Ji 
Greek Civilization, Brown University 
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Attention Undergraduates! 
Lire will pay $2 each for ‘‘Facult) 
Minds at Work” items. Don’t fal 
asleep in your classes; keep your ear 
pinned back for statements from you 
profs and send them to “Facult; 
Minds,” LiFe, 60 E. 42nd St., New 
York, giving name of instructor, course 
and college. None will be returned 






















Li 


1 ¥ATUp " Every Bottle of Perrier 


o Source n, . AY, RP a OES 
is the Perrier Spring in Miniature 


View from Chateau Perrier 


perrier 


IMPROVES THE FLAVOR OF ALL WHISKEY, BRANDY and WINE 


Sole Agents for the United States E.&J. BURKE.LTD. Long Island City, N. Y. 
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GOING TO THE THEATRE 


Pretty Poor Pickings. 

BELIEVE 
Hil- 
(age 
8) would gag on 


even my 


degarde 


the plot of Caviar, 
concerning the 
great opera singer 
who wants to be 
a prin-CESS and 
who has her manager hire a Russian 
prince to marry her (blindfolded) for 
a day, and you can imagine the aghast 
ing when her new husband turns out 
to be the street singer who has charmed 
her with his songs under her Venetian 
balcony. Where are you? Come back 
here. 
Don't go away, for Caviar is quite 
a show in spite of the plot which is now 
behind us. I really recommend it as 
worthy of your indulgence and your 
dough, for it has many good songs sung 
capably by Nanette Guilford (formerly 
of the Met.) and George Houston 
(formerly of the Am. Op. Co.), and it 
has three dancing teams who stop the 
show at least once each, and it has 
some of the best chorus numbers I’ve 
seen since heaven sent us choruses. 
When the great singer gets her 
prince (and it appears for the moment 
that it is not going to be for the best), 
an ould friend says: ‘Well, now you are 
a prin-CESS,”’ and the great singer re- 
plies: “Yes, 
so tragically fu-TILE.” It is dawning in 
her thick head that, after all, it is love 
that counts. 


and it seems to fu-TILE, 


I'd rather read one of Hildegarde’s 
primers than listen to one of these prin- 
CESS plots, but Miss Guilford and Mr. 
Houston, abetted by Hugh Cameron 
(who is funny in spite of his lack of 
anything funny to say), and assisted by 
an exceptionally vigorous and well- 
disciplined chorus, make it, as I say, as 
good a summer show as you probably 


ought to have. 


While Parents Sleep 
Y way of obituary, I would 
like to say that when I see 
a play like When Parents Sleep, 1 trem- 
ble for the theatre as an institution, I 
realize anew how precarious are all ven- 
tures in showman’s land, and I lose 
any courage I might have had for try- 
ing to write a play of my own. I would 
rather go over Niagara in a cellophane 
cask. 
When Parents Sleep had many smart 
lines, many more than I would hope to 
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With Don Herold 


have in my play, it had several good 
situations, it had a capable cast, it had 
lots . . . and yet it didn’t get to first 
base. I'd want snooty Ilka Chase and 
Lionel Pape and several of the others 
in my cast, yet they didn’t save When 
Parents Sleep. 1'd want to be as snappy 
as Anthony Kimmins,. the playwright, 
was in some of his lines, yet I'd fear 
being as naive as he was in many of his 
others. In short, I’d be scared before I 
started. 

I believe the chief fault with this 
show was that the people were divided 
entirely too precisely into two piles, 
A and B. Mr. and Mrs. Hammond 
were almost fatally shocked when one 
of their grown sons used the word 
“lousy.”” Yet when Lady Cattering ar- 
rived, she was such a woman of the 
great world that she went immediately 
into “damned lousy.” This split be- 
tween the prim and the liberal went 
sharply right down the middle of the 
cast, and it might all have been more 
digestible if the author had thrown on 
a chorus now and then as his admission 
that it was all intended to be a bit silly. 


Sailor, Beware! (revisited) 


HAVE decided that Sailor, Be- 
ware! is not so bad, after all. 
I went back to see it the other night, 
with a broader mind and a better seat. 
If I don’t forget it, I am going to 
change the yellow light to green in the 
theatre guide on page 4 and no cracks 
if Mrs. Herold comes out this fall in 
an ermine coat. 

It is still my contention that Saélor, 
Beware! is essentially elaborated Min- 
sky. Each of the 2.5 times I have been 
to burlesque I’ve seen the act of the 
two comedians who bet each other on 
their ability to master a dame within a 
given time limit and I’ve seen them 


(S “CAVIAR” A Goon 
MUSICAL COMEDY? 





test the couch springs and lick their 
chops and rub their hands, just as the 
sailors do in Sailor, Beware! However, 
once you accept the fundamental vulgar 
premise of Sailor, Beware! (and 
99,000 theatregoers out of 99001 ap- 
parently haven't even stopped to think 
about it, this past winter), you are in 
for a lot of fun. And one scene, that 
episode on the beach, reaches pure 
humor. Here Dynamite Jones admits 
to his buddy that he has fallen in love 
with the girl, and the buddy (who has 
bet his watch on the contest) howls 
that this spoils everything. There’s a 
sudden mixture of fine attitude and 
vulgar attitude here which achieves 
humor. There’s a heart quality and a 
wholesomeness in this scene which the 
rest of the show lacks, and without 
which, in my opinion, real humor is 
hardly possible. I like even my dirty 
stories clean, if you get me. 

And, another thing, I’ve always 
thought there is considerable cruelty in 
the navy's attitude towards women, or 
vice versa. I don’t know why I should 
be going and getting so refined here all 
of a sudden, old lecher that I am. I 
don’t think I’m pure; maybe just tidy. 

And, one more thing, is the navy 
necessary in the first place? 


Tobacco Road (with James Barton) 


HEY HULL’S §perform- 
ance in Tobacco Road was 
so remarkable that nobody paid much 
attention to the play itself at the time 
it was getting its initial reviews. When 
James Barton, better known as a revue 
comedian and eccentric dancer, recently 
took over Mr. Hull’s rdle, I dropped 
down Tobacco Road way again and 
came to the conclusion that there are 
a lot of good actors who could, with 
(Continued on page 47) 
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7 \|.EADING Hunt CLUBS 


Williams ¥. C. Ruston and his daughter, Miss: 


advertisement is not intended to offer this product for sale or delivery 


cagram’s 


Today, with stocks of well-aged 
whiskies running low, you will find at 
leading hunt clubs a marked pref- 
erence for Seagram’s fine whiskies. 
For word has spread among those 
who know that Seagram’s holds the 
world’s largest treasure of fully aged 
Rye and Bourbon whiskies. They have 
found that when they say “Seagram’s 
Rye,” “Seagram’s Bourbon” or “Sea- 
gram’s V. O.” they always get fine 
whiskey distilled in the best American 
tradition . . . full body . . . full flavor 
.. every drop at least 5 years old. 
We offer Seagram’s bottled-in-bond 
whiskies for your approval and invite 


you to enjoy their mellow smoothness. 


Strarcgat 
Whiskey 
BOTTLED 1m BOND 
6 Years Old 


, A ra 


DISTILLERS SINCE 1857 


Cc a Y » 
Seagram's 


state or community wherein the advertising, sale or use thereof is unlawful. 
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MILDLY MENTHOLATED 
CIGARETTES 









~~ ; » 


A MOST REFRESHING SMOKE 


like a downstream paddle... 
like a breeze from the sea... 

like a shower on a dusty day... 
like a tall, tinkling drink... 


KQDLS are definitely refreshing. They’re 
mildly mentholated to cool the smoke, save 
your throat, and to bring out the full flavor 
of the choice tobaccos used. Cork tips—easy 
on lips. Coupons packed with KQDLS good 
for gilt-edged Congress Quality U.S. Playing 
Cards; other nationally advertised merchan- 
dise. (Offer good in U.S.A. only.) Send for 
illustrated list. 


FREE; HANDSOME GIFTS... 











Ciparelles. 
. TIPPED 


25' um 


CANADA 


I5* 42 TWENTY 


Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corp., Louisville, Ky. 
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QUEERESPONDENCE 





Conducted by Professor Gurney Williams 


EAR Prof: Did any 
D one in real life ever 
pack a bag in the 
delightfully abandoned 
way shown in the movies? 
| —Mrs. I. R. Rayburn, 6075 Drexel 
Rd., Overbrook, Pa. 

Dear Mrs. R.: The only record I 
have of any attempt to do this is that of 
a man named Henry Walter of Jackson 
Heights, N. Y. Mr. Walter had ob- 
served, through years of picture-going, 
that movie people who pack their own 
bags use two methods of quick pack- 
ing: (1) they merely hold the bureau 
drawers upside down over the open 
bag, or (2) stand at a distance and 
throw their belongings, willy-nilly, 
from the bureau into the bag. While 
doing so, Mr. Walter noticed, they are 
usually (a) crying, (b) shouting 
angrily at somebody, or (c) plastered 
to the eyebrows. Furthermore, and in 
spite of this, they usually arrive at their 
destinations fully equipped for a well 
dressed week-end. 

Mr. Walter should have known bet- 
ter than to try to emulate this stunt but 
he thought he'd give it a fling anyhow; 
so one Friday afternoon last June he 
accepted a week-end invitation and 
made the experiment. Ignoring method 
(1) (holding drawers upside down 
over bag) and emotional states (a) 
and (b) (crying and shouting angrily) 
he chose method (2) and emotional 
state (c). Having got plastered to the 
eyebrows he placed his open suitcase 
on the bed, stood over by the bureau 
and hastily removed from the drawers 
and tossed into the suitcase everything 
he could get his hands on. 

When he finally arrived at his des- 
tination and unpacked his bag he found 
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“It grieves me to announce that Treasurer 








he had brought eight shirts, three pairs 
of mismated socks, a pack of 47 play- 
ing cards, one pair of mittens, a dime 
bank with the bottom ripped out, 14 
wooden collar buttons, and a dress col- 
lar that was so frayed he gave it to his 
host to use as a bread knife. He also 
discovered that he had brought no 
shoes, ties, underwear, pajamas or toilet 
articles of any kind. His visit turned 
out to be a model of misery and his 
host was sore the entire time. Conse 
quently, when Mr. Walter, a week 
later, saw a movie in which people got 
away with this kind of screwy bag pack- 
ing he gave the scene such a loud bird 
that two ushers came down and threw 
him out on his ear. 


EAR Prof: Do you know 

if any waiter has ever trans- 
mitted to the kitchen a customer's spec- 
ial request regarding the preparation 
of a steak or other item on the menu? 
—Martha E. Sandock, 135 Scott St., 
South Bend, Ind. 

Dear Martha: This department has 
made a thorough study of this question 
and there is a mass of overwhelming 
evidence proving that the average wait 
er considers a customer's request for a 
“steak, medium, please’’ as so much 
fingle-fangle, or twaddle, as it is known 
in some quarters. Typical is the report 
of investigator Jimmy Murphy who 
walked into a Broadway restaurant and 
ordered a well-done steak, fried pota 
toes and peas. The waiter mumbled 
something about coffee now or later, 
and shambled off to the kitchen. Mur 
phy, as was to be expected, got boiled 
potatoes, spinach, and a steak so raw 
(Continued on page 36) 














McClusky and the treasury has disappeared.” 














Vacation is no time for headaches! 


Me TO THE MOUNTAINS... the 
ach...or the sea... away for a glo- 
sus vacation! Don’t let a dull head 
il your good time. With a bottle of 
romo-Seltzer always at hand, the haunt- 
t fear of headaches need never worry 
u. 

Bromo-Seltzer has stood the test of 
rty years’ dependability for promptly 
ieving headaches, neuralgia, “‘morn- 
: after”, and pain of nerve origin. It 
not “just a mere pain-killer” but a 
lanced preparation of five medicinal 
redients—each with a special benefit. 
re’s what happens when you take 
omo-Seltzer. 

\s it dissolves, Bromo-Seltzer effer- 
ces. Drink it while it fizzes. The car- 
nation is one of the reasons why gas 


the stomach is promptly relieved. 


Then Bromo-Seltzer quickly attacks 
the pain. Before you know it your head- 
ache is relieved. It works faster because 
you take it as a liquid. 

At the same time nerves are soothed 
and calmed . . . you are gently steadied, 
refreshed. And your alkali reserve (so 
necessary for freshness and well-being) is 


built up by the citric salts. 


Best of all, Bromo-Seltzer is pleasant 
and dependable. It contains no nar- 
cotics and it doesn’t upset the 
stomach. 

No mere pain killer can give the 
same prompt results as Bromo- 
Seltzer. It is a balanced compound 
of 5 medicinal ingredients each with 
a special purpose. 


This vacation take along a bottle 


EMERSON’S 


BROMO-SELTZER sa 


of Bromo-Seltzer. Always ready to bring 
quick, dependable relief. Simply follow 
directions on the bottle. You can also 
get Bromo-Seltzer at any soda-fountain. 
Look for the famous blue bottle with the 
name ““Bromo-Seltzer” blown in. Imita- 
tions are not the same . . . are not made 
under the same careful system of labora- 
tory control which safeguards Bromo- 
Seltzer. Emerson Drug Company, Bal- 


timore, Maryland. 


NOTE: In cases of persistent headaches, where th 
cause might be some organic troubie, you should, of 


course, consult your physician. 
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Pleasant 





WHISPER IT SOFTLY, BUT— 


She lovely Miss X 


0; Clark 


has. 


CHUE 


IT'S POLITELY 
ATHLETE'S FOOT 





You'd never suspect by looking at her, how 
uncomfortable she is, how utterly ashamed at 
the very thought of having Athlete's Foot. 

Her shame, however, would soon give way 
to repulsion—if she could only see her con- 
dition as the microscope reveals it. 

For at workin the flesh between her toes there 
are billions of unclean fungi—digging and bor- 
ing away, giving off musty, seeping moisture. 


Get out of the glass house 


Folks who live in glass houses should never 
throw stones. 

Before privately indicting your neighbor, 
examine the skin between your own toes. Does 
it itch? Does the skin look red, angry? Or 
white with stickiness? Blisters? Peeling, crack- 
ing, sore? 


Apply this inexpensive treatment 


Any one of these distress signals calls for the 
prompt application of Absorbine Jr., morning 
and night. How cooling, soothing and easing it 
feels to the irritated skin! How quick the relief, 
as its antiseptic and healing benefits accomplish 
their work! And how economical! A small 
quantity gets results because Absorbine Jr. is 


concentrated, and the cost is only a fraction of 


a cent per application. 

Insist upon Absorbine Jr. by name to be sure 
of getting the real article when you buy. All 
drug stores, $1.25. For free sample write 
W. F. Young, Inc., 362 Lyman Street, Spring- 
field, Massachusetts. 


ABSORBINE JR. 


for years has relieved sore muscles, muscularaches, 


bruises, sprains, sleeplessness, SUNBURN 
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THE MOVIES 


As Seen by Harry Evans 


(Be fe re ) 
straight. The article you are about to 


mn go any farther, get this 


read is all about having babies in the 
movies. Of course there are a couple 
of othe things, too, but mostly it's 
about cinema 
the truth I'm pretty burned up about it 
as you'll find if you care to go on.) 


conce ption, and to tell 


IRST, I want to apologize for a 

slight mistake in the “Stop And 

Go” movie column on page 4. 
There is a red light in front of Little 
Man, What Now’? It should be yellow. 
It would be unfair to list this as a bad 
film. That is if you compare it with 
the average run of bad films. But if 
you have read all the extravagant praises 
that have been heaped on the picture, 
and spend your money to see it with the 
expectation of being highly entertained, 
you will be so disappointed that you 
will think it is a bad film. 

If you read the Hans Fallada novel, 
from which the film is taken, you can 
appreciate the difficulties of Frank 
Borzage, who directed the picture, and 
of Margaret Sullavan and Douglass 
Montgomery, who played the two prin- 
cipal réles. Mr. Fallada describes the 
struggles of a boy and girl in post-war 
Germany. He married her because she 
was going to have a baby (see, I told 
you), and the rest of the book cov- 
ered the discouraging battle against 
poverty and environment while she was 
having it. 

But the movies have got to do some- 


thing about expectant mothers. We are 
told in the opening chapter of this film 
that Miss Sullavan is in an “interesting 
condition.” Every few minutes you are 
reminded that the big moment is draw- 
ing nearer. Now, I have the greatest 
sympathy in the world for a woman who 








is going to have a child. Taken by a: 


large it must be a pretty inconvenien 


routine. But the way they do it in t 
movies sort of leaves me cold. Ta 
Miss Sullavan. Reel after reel you h: 
conversation about the arrival of | 
little stranger. Then she goes out dai 
ing in a slim-waisted white frock. Pr 
tically the next day the child is bor 


Doctor Monica 


AN? speaking of babies, o 
is immediately reminded 
Doctor Monica, a film in which t 
facts of life are given a thorough wo 
out. According to surveys, Hollywo 
has determined that the mental age 
the average movie addict is 12 yea 
But in Doctor Monica this statistic m 
have been overlooked, because I « 
assure you that at no time are any 
the more delicate points illustrated 
whimsical references to the “birds a 
bees.”” No, sir. If Junior is going ab: 
the house saying, “Mummy, where 
babies come from?” just send him 
see Doctor Monica. He'll catch on. 
Doctor Monica is pretty fair stuff { 
the ladies. Not so hot for male fa: 


Let’s Try Again 
NOTHER movie in whi 
an unexpected baby pl. 


an important rdle is Let's Try Agai 


A husband and wife become estrang 
when she very suddenly, and for 

apparent reason, falls in love with | 
niece's fiance. But just as she is about 
go away with the boy he calls it off | 
cause the niece, whom he has jilted 
going to have a baby. Why? Don't ; 
me. All they ever do before the cam« 
is kiss a couple of times. 








“Oh dear, 1 should have warned you! All the faucets are mixed up. 











t 
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This is followed by a lot of conver- 
ition between the husband and wife 
to whether or not they can recapture 
.eir lost romance after all that has 
ippened. There’s a hell of a lot of con- 
rsation about it, in fact. Fortunately 
.¢ wife is Diana Wynyard and the 
isband is Clive Brook. I can stand a 
it of gab from them. 

Now for another gripe about child- 
irth in the cinema. Why is it that all 
1¢ ladies of the screen are so phenom- 
ually fecund? The niece in this picture 
a fair example. Let one of these gals 
eaken for a moment, 
ter she has a child. And it never takes 
ore than one false step. 

(Editor's Note: 
‘ception to this rule about movie ac- 
esses being vulnerable. We refer to 
{iss Maureen O'Sullivan. After two 
ars in the woods with Mr. Tarzan 
Veissmuller she is still able to swing 
om tree to tree and do her housework. 
ut then Mr. Weissmuller, also, 
ered a secret. He knows how to keep 
om having whiskers. Together they 
10uld write a book entitled Beards and 
thies—Their Care and Prevention.) 


uid two reels 


There is one great 


dis- 


ve ¢ 


'f Human Bondage 





HATEVER you do, see 

Of Human Bondage. If it 
n't included in the list of the ten best 
lms of 1934, I'll miss my guess. 

It is the story of an English medical 
udent who is bound by an attraction 
fr a woman who is not worth his little 
nger. She is a cockney waitress 
.eap, dishonest and mean to the point 
f deriding his physical deformity—a 
ub foot. Three times she leaves him 
ider circumstances should 
ake him despise her, but each time 

returns to her when she is in trouble. 


which 


The idea of a sane, sensitive, cultured 
an being influenced by such a girl 
ry seem like an unconvincing and un- 
easant theme. And so it might have 
en but for the story by Somerset 
augham, the direction by John Crom- 
ll, and the acting of a superb cast 
aded by Leslie Howard. Its perfec- 
n defies description. And excellent 
rformances by Bette Davis (her play- 
g of the hateful cockney girl is a 
velation), Frances Dee, Reginald 
wen (simply immense), Reginald 
enny, Kay Johnson and Alan Hale. 
But, after all, the picture owes its 
<cellence as a whole to Director Crom- 
ell, and I want to take this last line to 
y so, 
For shorter mention see 
rvice, pages 4 and 44) 


"Stop & Go” 
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But please, please 


Senor, mix that wonderful 


BACARDI Cocktail 


ust like this: : 
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lated sugar 
Shake well in 


cracked ice 





1 jigger of Bacardi 
Juice of half green lime 
1 bar-spoonful granu- 































Schenley, Sole 
Agent in the 
United States 
for Compania 
Ron Bacardi, 

S. A. 



































OR THIS IS THE CUBAN WAY, the way that 
will give you the greatest delight. So please, 
PLEASE Senor, do as we do in Cuba, and fol- 
low closely this recipe that has made the Bacardi 
Cocktail the smartest cocktail in the world. Viva! 


In all the world there is nothing else like Bacardi 
—a flavor, a delightful mellowness that no 
one has ever been able to copy, for the secrets 
of distilling Bacardi have been the property 
of a single family for over 70 years. 
Remember, every drop of genuine Bacardi 
has been fully aged in the wood—the 
youngest drop is always 4 years old at least! 


“BACARD/ 


cheney \MPORTATION 


Visit the ——a Building at the World’s Fair 
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Copr., 1934, Schenley Import Corp. 
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It het the heat... 


IT’S \THE FUMIDITY J 


T’S a swell word to describe the 

gas-attack of that dreadnaught pipe. 
Webster prints it and says “obsolete” 
—passed out of use. The young lady 
caught one whiff and passed out with- 
out saying even that much. 

Why wi// ambitious young execu- 
tives spoil their careers and poison the 
air with cabbagey tobacco and pipes 
that should be sent to the dry clean- 
ers? The simple explanation is they 
haven't discovered the undiluted JOY 
of Sir Walter Raleigh in a clean, 
sweet pipe. Sir Walter is mild — as 
only Kentucky Burleys can be. Sir 
Walter is softly fragrant. And Sir 
Walter is making rank, heavy to 
baccos obsolete while raising pipe 


smoking toa new high esteem. Try it. 


Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corporation 
Louisville, Kentucky. Dept. 0-48 
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TAKE CARE 


Jom Pits 
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FREE 
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QUEERESPONDENCE 


(Continued from page 32) 


that the waiter used it to put on the 
black eye Murphy gave him just before 
he scrammed. 

The waiters, of course, have their 
wishy-washy alibis. Under cross-exam- 
ination many of them assert that they 
do try to give the patron what he wants 
but that the chefs pay no attention to 
special requests. However, when asked 
why apple is always substituted for 
cherry pie, and milk for coffee, most 
waiters merely shrug their shoulders 
and say they don’t remember. 

Personally, I've given up trying to do 
anything with waiters. At the present 
time I've got my hands full trying to 
train barbers not to part my hair on the 
left side. You'd think even a half wit 
it was combed 


could remember that 


straight back when I got into the chair. 


EAR Prof: Has any one ever 

listened to a pun without 
(a) groaning, (b) grimacing, or (c) 
simulating a faint ?—Felicia Dumond, 
26 Gates Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Dear Felicia: No one has ever suc- 
cessfully passed the special Pun Test 
invented by this department, so I doubt 
the existence of a person who can listen 
to a series of puns without exhibiting 
the reactions you mention. You might 
try the Pun Test on your friends, how- 
ever, and I should appreciate hearing 
the results. The test follows. 

Seat the subject in a red plush chair 
and tell him you call it a plush chair 
because it’s so red. Then, very rapidly, 
tell him your brother just got a job 





in a beer joint passing the bock; that 
you had to put a trap in your locker at 
the golf club because mice were always 
niblick at your socks; that you thought 
the recent labor strikes would come out 
all riot; that during the Mid-west d 
spell anglers couldn’t do any droug 
fishing ; that you lost $50 betting on t! 
Kentucky Derby but that was your ow 
turf luck; and that you don’t see he 
U. S. naval maneuvers could be a su 
cess when they’re directed by a ma 
euver board (man overboard). 

If, by this time, your subject hasn 
(a) groaned, (b) grimaced, (c) sim 
lated a faint, or (d) popped you 
the puss, you can pass him. In the rar 
and file of citizens, though, I don 
think you'll find one who can resist a 
these impulses, because these puns a 
about as rank and file as any I've ev 
devised. 

e - 

HE prize for the Flimsic 

Question of the Month go« 
to L. K., Camden, Mich. The prize: on 
unused street car transfer, good on 
on Seventh Avenue, going North. TI 
question: “Did you ever go huntin 
and lose the gun?” 


HIS department pays $5 fi 

each question accepted for an 

swer. There are no rules—no time lim: 
all you have to do is write your ques 
tions on a postcard or sheet of pap« 


and send them—as many as you like 


to Prof. G. Williams, LIFE, 60 Ea 
i2nd St., New York City. 


"It's a wonder your father doesn’t turn over in his gravy!” 
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HIS is the time of year when a 
vacation is uppermost in your 
mind and we don’t blame you for 
day-dreaming about it because it’s an 
important consideration, representing 
an investment in health and in healthier 
thinking. We're thinking about vaca- 
tions too; thinking of the vacations that 
are urgently needed for hundreds of 
under-privileged children. 

The answer ts Lire’s Summer Camps 
but their success depends entirely upon 
the generous cooperation of LIFE’s 
readers. Recently, we received a letter 
from Mr. Walter S. Gifford, President 
of the American Telephone and Tele- 
graph Company and of the Charity Or- 
ganization Society (one of the family 
service organizations that selects needy 


cases for us), in which he summed up, 





LIFE’S SUMMER CAMPS 


in part, the distinctive achievement of 
Lire’s Camps in rehabilitating New 
York's needy children. One of his social 
workers reported, “I don’t know what 
we would have done without LIFE’s 
Fresh Air Fund. We have so many ‘de- 
pression children’ under our care now 
and they all need so much more than 
just a camp experience that provides 
meadows and food. . . . Last year so 
many of our youngsters showed marked 
improvement after their Life Camp 
experience. . .. We had one little boy, 
for instance, whose father had just been 
taken to a hospital for the insane. The 
boy idolized his father and was thrown 
into a panic by the unexpected tragedy. 
We told the Camp all about this and 
the way they helped that boy was ex- 


tremely skillful. I hope Lire’s 



















































Fresh Air Fund will be successful in 
carrying on the splendid program it has 
built up. It has a real relation to the 
welfare of many of New York City’s 
children.” 

Lire’s Summer Camps (one for 
boys and one for girls) have the camp 
leaders, the sympathy and understand- 
ing, the facilities and the desire to take 
care of a great many of these children, 
but the number is necessarily depend- 
ent upon the amount of voluntary con- 
tributions from LiFE readers. The re- 
turns to date have been gratifying but 
we need a great deal more to reach the 
goal we have set this season for the 
charity that builds. 

If every Lire reader would help just 
a little—if only Aalf of our readers 
would contribute something toward the 
maintenance of the Camps this year-— 
the success of the 1934 program would 
be assured. 


HAve you, as a LIFE reader, 
sent YOUR contribution? 
We need it desperately now. Fifteen 
dollars will send one boy or girl to 
camp for two weeks—not merely two 
weeks of play but of constructive recre- 
ation, including woodcraft, swimming, 
and citizenship. 

Will you help? Please. . . 

Make your check payable to LiFE’s 
Fresh Air Fund and mail it—today— 
to 60 East 42nd St., New York City. 


For Your Information 


Lire’s Summer Camps (one for boys at 
Pottersville, N. J., and one for girls at 
Branchville, Conn.) are supported en- 
tirely by voluntary contributions. The 
Fund has been in operation for the past 
i7 years, in which time it has expended 
almost $680,000.00, providing more 
than 56,000 country vacations for poor 
city children. 

Fifteen dollars, approximately, pays 
for such a holiday. Contributions of any 
amount are welcome. If you cannot pro- 
vide for one child, send in what you can 
afford. Your contribution will be added 
to by others and some child will be the 
beneficiary. 

Contributions should be made pay- 
able to Lire’s Fresh Air Fund, and sent 
to 60 East 42nd St., New York City. 
They will be acknowledged by mail im- 
mediately if the sender's address is 
given, and also later on in a printed 
list of contributors. 
































VALENTINO OF 
THE REVOLUTION 


(Continued from page 15) 
praisal of the Soviet system with as 
nuch calm deliberation as he handled 
perspiring southern Senators during his 
recent inquisition. He found things to 
ondemn and things to praise. 

His economic philosophy is that the 
profit-system, unrestrained, was destroy- 
ng the country during the past decade, 
that checks-and-balances are needed to 
restore equilibrium. 

His remedy is national planning, not 
hrough dictatorial decree, but by evolu 
ionary experimentation. He would not 
unk capitalism, he does not accept 
ommunism. He would take the best 
from both—but act before it is too late. 

This was the idea which Tugwell 
with Moley, Berle, and the others 
sold to Roosevelt during the campaign. 
[his is the program which Roosevelt 

save for political detours—has start 
d to carry out. 


UGWELL has begun to learn 

politics, now. He is begin- 
ning to throw off his shyness, be a 
good-fellow, talk to strangers almost 
as if he enjoyed it. It takes visible ef- 
fort, but he works hard at the job. 

He dresses with taste and precision. 
Anything else would be out of tune. 
He is medium tall, slender, has the 
high brow of a scholar, wide-set eyes 
with heavy eye-brows, and black hair 
with a wave which would make an ex- 
pert in the art of permanents go into 
ecstasies. 

Tugwell is 43 years old, looks 33, 
and the ladies love him. 

They do not know that one Florence 
Arnold took a chance on being his wif 
when he was a 23-year-old student 
instructor at the University of Penn- 
sylvania, drawing a salary of $600 a 
year and with few prospects in sight. 
They have two daughters now almost 
as big as their mother, and Rex would 
rather be at home with them than din 
ing at the White House. 

Still the And 
thronging after him, following his lat- 
est Senatorial inquisition, one of them 


women adore him. 


observed: 

“There goes the Valentino of the 
Revolution.” 

Despite everything, however, Tug- 
well remains the only member of the 
original Brain Trust still active, still 
forceful, still near the throne. Probably 
he will end up as a member of the 
Cabinet. Probably some day he may 
even see his dream of a re-arranged and 
carefully planned society come true 














qa ‘These quartered-oak casks 
have just arrived from 
m y Europe. They are now 
=e being placed in the cool, 
Ss dim recesses of our cellars 
at Egg Harbor, N. J. to join hun 
dreds of others, filled with fine 
wines which have been patiently 
aging here for many decades. 

This fall will mark the 77th con- 
secutive vintage of the House of 
Dewey. Carefully selected grapes 
from which all 
stems and imper- 
fect fruit have 
been removed will 


\ 


138 Fulton Street, New York 


DEWEY’S CHOICE WINES - 





... to see the light of day 


be crushed and the juice pressed out. 
Natural fermentation will convert 
this juice into delicate young wine. 
The casks will then be filled and in 
years to come future generations 
will enjoy their delicious contents. 

Three generations of Dewey's 
have always made wine—carefully, 
unhurriedly, pridefully. Your first 
bottle will convince you that these 
are native wines of which Ameri- 
cans can well be proud. 


x Send for pamphlet “B” 
on uses of wines in 
vary atherand New 
Red / Price List 


Cortla ndt 7-3001-2 


FAMOUS SINCE 1857 
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What a pleasant way to visit New York. Take an apartment for even 


an over-night stay. Now available in this distinguished residence 


hotel. Living-room, bedroom, serving pantry, and foyer. From $10. 


PARK AVENUE 48TH 


O 49TH NEW YORK 


fark Fane 


COMMENDATORE 


GELARDI 


Managing Director 
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Think of 


TOMORROW 


when you take that 


laxative TODAY! 


It’s easy enough to take a laxative 
that “works”! But what of tomor- 
row? What of the harm that might 
be done to the intestines? What of 
the danger of forming a habit? 

Violent purgative waters and 
salts act by extracting fluid from 
the system, thus forcing out valu- 
able food elements before digestion 
is completed. This is unnatural 
and directly against Nature. 


The whole system is shocked — 
you feel weak — your day is marked 
by embarrassing moments. And 
worst of all—you have really left 
yourself more constipated than 
ever. For the frequent use of 
“purging” cathartics often encour- 
ages chronic constipation—they 
form a habit —and you can’t stop! 


EX-LAX —the laxative that 
does not form a habit 








| 


There is a laxative that avoids | 


these bad features. Ex-Lax, the 
chocolated laxative, acts so easily 
and so naturally that you scarcely 
know you have taken anything. 
You take Ex-Lax just when you 
need a laxative—it won’t form a 
habit. 

Ex-Lax is gentle — yet it acts 
thoroughly, without force. Ex-Lax 
works over-night without over- 
action. 

Ex-Lax tastes just like delicious 
chocolate. It is the perfect laxative 
for young and old. 10c and 25c— 
at any drug store. 


WATCH OUT FOR IMITATIONS! 


Look for the complete spelling 
E-X-L-A-X on the box. 


<eep regular” yi; 


NON HABIT-FORMING 


> GY 4 


THE CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE 
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HORIZONTAL 10. Nuts to you. 


It's a fake! 


These bear greetings. 


8. Make a dive for this 
12. An opening for anybody. 
14 A lot of loud talk 
16. This will spoil everything. 
17. Penner’s duck did this 
20. The last thing you should do, 
21. A length in brief 
22. Puts up a fight every time. 
23. Follows once in every fairy tale. 
25. All right for you. 
26. Sight 
8. Middle part of a berry. 
0. Totally unfound 
32. Opposed to working 
3. Declaration of good faith 
5. Make fast. 
7. Transportation's most consistent 
over. 
9. Inclined to walk up. 
41. Popular writer. 
42. Esteems. 
43. A little sticker. 
44. Fool 
+¢ \ pedal cover. 
18. Wind shelters. 
50. Regards 
53. Most people have truck with this 
55 A kind of private school. 
57. Near beer. 
58. This sometimes has a hitch to it 
9. Effect 
60. He always looks forward to things 
62. Box. 
64. White Plague. ( Abb.) 
66. Do something ! 
6S Usually opposed to labor 
70. This is as easy as this 
71. Reflects. 
73. A big waste 
75. One of these killed Cleopatra. 
76. Captures. 
77. What France does to us. 
VERTICAL 
1. Brisk 
2. Cloaked 
3. Painter's colic 
4. Found in any range. ( Abb.) 
5. Shell game 
6. A striking color 
7. You'll have to watch this. 
8. An elder. 
9. A little stuffing 





turn- 





11. Pretty mild. 

13. Something gone wrong here. 
15. This takes the bows 

18. Usually works with a cleaner. 
19. The big attraction. 

22. Tip-top 

24. Just average. 

27. Back talk 

29. Vocal performance. 

31. Late meals 

32. Drive. 

33. Yields. 

34. What milady will wear 

36. The good thing about the hives. 
38. Lick it up. 

40. All burnt out. 

45. Various kinds of employment. 
A nasal air 

49. These will come in time. 

51. Poor fish 

52. Good place to brood in 


54. Wear. 
56. The chief thing a bill does. 
58. Light. 


59. The facts of the case 
61. The first sun spot shows here. 
63. These will make a good figure. 
65. Stakes 

67. The end. 

69. A kind word. 
7 

‘ 


This upholds the church-goer. 
2. Natural science briefly stated. 
4. Thus be it ever. 
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CONTENTS 
NOTED 
By Kyle Crichton 


OU may te- 

call that I 

was going on 

last month about 
the reviewers who 
_—" " fail to put out a 
flag of warning when they are 





ling with the works of their wife’s 
itives. I'm going a little farther 
ng the line of literary road signs 
saying that at stated intervals the 
iewers should let us know just what 
e of human being they are, anyhow. 
1 can tell best about a man’s judg- 
nt on John O'Hara's Appointment 
Samarra, for example, if you know 
at books he likes in a general way. 
‘t as an aviator is required to take 
riodic tests for blindness and dizzi- 
ss, I suggest that book critics present 
dentials to show that they are capa- 
of reviewing books at all. This 
kes a nice feature for a summer 
mber of the magazine and arybody 
nplaining will receive the usual at- 
tion from the bartender with the 
vis. 
It happens that I am an old-fash- 
ed fellow and I think Tolstoi’s War 
/ Peace is the greatest of all novels. 
lon’t want much discussion about 
s because it is warm and I don't like 
see people making fools of them- 
ves. Also I think Vanity Fair is a 
at novel and I have a particular 
idge against high school teachers 
1 college professors who allow 
dents to read the book. It is a sophis- 
ited and subtle work and I am utterly 
ivinced that nobody short of twenty- 
years of age can begin to get the 
sence of it. I am even more certain 
it Carlyle has been ruined by being 
id by students. I dislike practically 
ery idea the old Scot has but I think 
is as exciting as Sally Rand and the 
tion of somebody in the sophomore 
iss of a high school trying to read 
tor Resartus is not only absurd but 
scene. I am one of the three persons 
America who has ever completed 
itlyle’s Frederick the Great and I 
ink it is marvelous, the whole nine 
lumes and every word in them. 
I'm not giving you the books you 
yuld like on a desert island or listing 


riy choice of the world’s ten best, but 


s 





ie finest writer who ever lived, as a 


mply allowing you to see what a 


nny you are dealing with. In many 
spects I think that W. H. Hudson is 





The genuine bears this seal 


ericas Jastes?- selling 
straight Whiskey 








bourbon like this! 





M-m-m! I certainly wish we could 
afford to serve a good straight 








Don't be silly! You'd be sur- 
prised how reasonable this Crab 
Orchard is. 











Seems like everybody’s buying Crab 
Orchard. It’s our biggest seller—a 
quality whiskey at a sensible price. 


Produced by the same 


distillers: 


OLD GRAND DAD 


OLD TAYLOR 


OLD McBRAYER 


OLD CROW 
SUNNY BROOK 
HILL and HILL 

MOUNT VERNON 


MARYLAND 


RYE 


OLD OVERHOLT 


PENNSYLVANIA RYE 


HERMITAGE 








Crab Orchard is made the time- 
honored Kentucky way— not artifi- 
cially aged. Bottled from the barre] 
—it’s a genuine Bourbon and noth- 
ing else! Fine flavor, high quality 
has made it America’s fastest-sell- 
ing straight whiskey — which ex- 
plains why it can be priced so low! 
Accept no substitutes! 





Oxchaxd 


STRAIGHT 
KENTUCKY WHISKEY 


A PRODUCT OF 
NATIONAL DISTILLERS 


Straight as a string 








This advertisement is not intended to offer this product for sale or delivery in 
any state or community wherein the advertising, sale or use thereof is unlawful 
























» . ‘ 
I eople who knew fine wines 200 years ago 


specified “B&G”. Today, when selecting 
Claret, Sauternes, or Burgundy you couldn’t 
serve yourself better than by doing the same 
... asking for genuine “B&G”...send 25¢ 
for The Schenley Wine Book—Schenley Im- 
port Corp., 18 West 40th Street, New York. 





A Schenley IMPORTATION 


nat 


BARTON & GUESTIER 


BORDEAUX, FRANCE 














Beaux-Arts 


APARTMENTS inc 
307-310 E. 44th ST. 


























1-2-3 ROOMS 


Unfurnished and Furnished 
$55 -°80 -‘150 


HOTEL SUITES 


By Day, Week, Month or Season 


FREE BUS SERVICE TO 
ROCKEFELLER CENTERG 
GRAND CENTRAL TERMINAL 


Leave 43rd St. at Lexington Ave. 


John M. Cobden, Mgr., 
MUrray Hill 4-4800 New York 
“LIVE AT BEAUX-ARTS AND 
RIDE TO BUSINESS FREE.” 





























sheer writer. If anybody had urged me 
to read about a goofy bird-girl roam- 
ing around the woods of some mys- 
terious forest in South America, I 
would have walked from here to Ash- 
tabula, O., to avoid both the false 
friend and the book, but Green Man- 
jons is so wonderful that I never think 
of it without a warm feeling. That was 
a fantasy and there is very little scream- 
ing I do which compares with my gen- 
eral screaming on fantasy but when a 
thing is good I am very much for it 
because that is the sort of critic I 
happen to be. I also think that Jean 
Christophe by Romain Rolland is a 
work of genius and it is not hard to 
say the same for Marcel Proust’s one 


book. 


HE American books which 

have stuck with me longest 
are Willa Cather’s My Antonia and 
Theodore Dreiser's Sister Carrie. In 
fact I can read almost anything by 
Dreiser with pleasure except the Chris- 
tian Science portions of The Genius. I 
agree with everybody that he can be the 
worst writer in the world and yet I don’t 
care. As long as I live I'll never forget 
the trial scene in The Financier. The 
banker is on trial and the jury goes 
out to consider the verdict. And what 
does Dreiser do? He violates every law 
of unity and art and the State of Penn- 
sylvania. He stops the story dead and 
proceeds to tell the life history of every 
one of the twelve members of the jury. 
It is the most terrible performance a 
serious writer ever attempted and it is 
one of the most thrilling things I have 














ever read. He makes you see from the 
background of the members of the jury 
just what their verdict is likely to be 
All wrong artistically but great. 

I happen to think that Ford Mad 
Ford is the most underrated of living 
writers and I say that despite a gr 
personal dislike for a man I have ne 
seen. But no writer remotely approac! 
his power to recreate the mood of t 
immediate past. His book, Joseph C 
rad: A Memoir (which was cordia 
hated by all Conrad worshippers), a 
his Return to Yesterday are magi 
reproductions not only of events but 
accents and movements and the v: 
breathing of his friends. One of | 
early friends was D. H. Lawren 
whose Sons and Lovers is a mastc 
piece. Ford, then known as Hueffc 
discovered Lawrence just as he help 
Conrad in his early days, and La 
rence, with all his mistaken ideas as 
philosopher, was the greatest of the 
all. 

If you haven’t read Maxim Gork 
autobiographical books on his chil 
hood, you’ve missed the best of mode 
writers. For some reason I have nev 
been able to finish Dostoievski’s T 
Brothers Karamazov. This will giv 
you a faint idea of the man you're dea 
ing with. You'll know even more abo 
him when he tells you that he was cra: 
about Margaret Kennedy's The C 
stant Nymph. 1 didn’t mention Ma: 
Twain because I think of Hacklebe 
Finn and Tom Sawyer as kid books | 
great mistake) and can’t get over tl 
feeling that they are not important. ¢ 
course they are and I am wrong b 


ad 


oo 


Lan 
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‘m just telling you how it is with me. 


[ admire Sinclair Lewis but his books 
e mever got me excited. I think 
yenton Wilder is a cream puff and 


i-rvey Allen is a lot of nonsense and 


iis Bromfield is a high-class second- 
r and Erskine Caldwell has more 
zinality and genius than the three 
together. I once liked Ernest Hem- 
way and Scott Fitzgerald but I think 
y are through. They refuse to learn 
thing and when you don’t know 
thing you can’t transmit anything. 
Now you know who you're up 
inst. (Another of my prejudices is 
inst the word whom; it will be abol- 
d just as soon as I can get around 
t.) You will see that I am balanced 
unbalanced and wishy-washy and 
row-minded. If you will stop at the 
office on the way out, the treasurer 
| refund you your money. 


GAVE you a hint in the be- 
ginning that I was going to 

uss John O'Hara's Appointment in 
arra (Harcourt) before I was 
ugh. I do it because Mr. O'Hara is 
riend of mine and he is a highly 
mising novelist and I wish he had 
e more with his book. It is an ex- 
ent tale of the young married peo- 
of a small Pennsylvania city in 
ich the hero, after becoming weary 
life to the point of insulting an up- 
t Irish money man at the country 
b, goes through a series of similar 
haps and quarrels with his wife 
il he ends it by suicide less than 
nty-four hours later. It shows the 
ility and shallowness of that sort of 
but it doesn’t go deep enough. He 
kes it an individual case (as Fitz- 
ild did in Tender is the Night) and 
er does not know what is behind 
yr doesn’t care to tell us. I’m not 
ing for a proletarian novel or a 
ep” novel or even a social novel; 
. simply asking for a novel. It is the 
y of a novelist to interpret and to 
ve into motives and backgrounds as 
ll as to present a picture, no matter 
v important that picture may look 
erficially. It is not enough to have 
material for a novel; it is necessary 
write it. It is like the old history 
ks. The Battle of Bull Run was 
ight in 1861. That was it. That was 
of it. That was history as we were 


aight it. Well, it wasn’t history at all. 


didn’t tell anything. A battle isn’t 


\ it something that happens. A human 
|e isn’t just something that happens. 


ere are things behind it; there are 


| ngs making it happen. It is the busi- 


ss of a novelist to tell those things. 
For briefer mention see next page) 








PARK AVENUE | 
PUGILISM 


(Continued from page 19) 

they resound like beaten carpets, spins 
them around, trips them up, rubs their 
embarrassed faces with the laces of his 
gloves, snuggles to them in the clinches 
to relax and rest himself, and humili- 
ates them no end during the course of 
fifteen rounds. You may thus see why 
a paid brawl between such a vulgar 
character and a bona-fide resident of 
the Hamptons, Newport, Bar Harbor 
and Park Avenue, was hailed with de- 
light. Society did us no favor when it 
spoiled that one. Latest advices are that 
Enzo will resign from the Astors to | 
resume his vocation and mingle freely | 
with Rosenbloom on all planes, but it 
won't be the same. A lot of us were 
going to that one just to try to root the 
Astors home. 

Gene Tunney was a pretty good 
prizefighter in his day, good enough to 
lick Jack Dempsey twice and come up 
off the seat of his panties to do it the 
second time, but he couldn’t play the | 
social racket too, and took himself out 
of circulation when he married pretty 
Polly Lauder. There are a lot of guys | 
around today who would come up with | 
a fifty-dollar bill and lay it on the | 
counter for a ticket to see him evade 
Max Baer for fifteen rounds or less, but 
once the boys get halter-broke to read- | 
ing Town and Country, Yachting, and 
House and Garden, in place of the 
Police Gazette or Western Stories, and | 
eating dinner at nine at night and 
breakfast at eleven in the morning and 
drinking something called a Suissesse 
as an eye-opener to make them forget 
what they drank the night before, it is 
very difficult to get them to put up their 
dukes publicly and for hire. They tell 
me that keeping up with any real social- 
minded lady is a job that will take up 
all the time of three healthy men work- 
ing shifts of eight hours each. 


bey only prizefighter I know 
of who managed to survive 
any kind of a serious session with the 
Haut Monde is Max Adelbert Baer, 
(Continued on page 46) 
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Mistress MARY 
QUITE CONTRARY 
HOW DO YOU KEEP 
“JUST SO”? 
IN COMFORT RARE 
AND 
COOL CLEAN AIR 
IT TRAVEL 


w() 
THE 
GEORGE WASHINGTON 


THE SPORTSMAN - THE F. F.V. 


The Finest Fleet of Air-Conditioned 
Trains in the World 











Serving 
Washington + Philadelphia - New York 
Cincinnati + Lexington + Louisville 
Chicago + Detroit - Toledo + Cleveland 
St. Louis + Indianapolis + Columbus 
Richmond + Norfolk + Newport News 
White Sulphur Springs - Hot Springs 


The ticket agent of any railroad can route you on the 
Chesapeake and Ohio. Insist upon it! 
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| IN AIR-CONDITIONED COMFORT 
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© 1934 CHESAPEAKE AND OHIO RAILWAY COMPANY 
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D. O. M. 
La Grande Liqueur 


Francaise 


































F ’ a 
Benedictine 
The world’s most famous 
after-dinner liqueur 






When you serve Bénédictine to your 
dinner guests you celebrate a gracious 
rite of hospitality more than four cen- 
turies old. There is only one Veritable 
Bénédictine—D. O. M. Bottled now, 


as for goo years, at Fécamp, France. 


JULIUSWILESONS&CO., INC., N.Y. 
Sole { 5 Established 1877 











Agents — 
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| By the way— 


LIFE, 60 East 42nd Street, 
Gentlemen: Please enter my 
tion for twelve months 


enclosed herewith @15 . 
- [min bill me ]s1.50. ( 
and Foreign $2.10.) 
Name_— _ ’ 
Address 






New Y ork 


subscrip- 







anadian 

























(Continued from page 4) 
Sorrell and Son (H. B. Warner)— 
British-made talkie version of the 
Warwick Deeping story. Warner was 
also featured in the American silent 
His per- 
approaches perfection, but 


version several 


forn 
mediocre support and faulty film edit- 


years ago. 


ance 


ing weaken it to the yellow. 


Such Women Are Dangerous 
(Warner Baxter, Rosemary Ames, 
Rochelle Hudson )—Hour and a half 
spent planting evidence to prove the 
man-about-town is guilty, when you 
know he must be innocent or they 
wouldn't have made the picture. Fair 
murder ‘stuff. A gal named Mona 
Barrie turns in a job that should get 
attention. 


Key (William Powell, 
Colin Clive)—Triangle 
plus the revolution of 
1920 for added Colin is the 
husband, Edna the wife, William the 
lover. Good performances and an in- 
that the show 


some 
The 
Best, 
affair 


Edna 
lov e 
Irish 

action. 


teresting finish ends 


with a punch. 

The Love Captive (Nils Asther, 
Gloria Stuart )}—Another one of those 
dirty smoothies who hypnotizes the 
makes ‘em do tricks. This 
one’s a doctor. When the medical 
board demands proof of his powers, 
he gives a demonstration which pro- 
murder as a 


gals and 


duces an _ interesting 


finish. 


Thundering Herd (Randolph Scott, 
Judith Allen, Noah Beery )—Para- 
mount evidently believes there are 
enough Western fans to pay off on 
this carefully made version of the an- 
Zane Grey thriller. If you go 
operas, this one will 
entertain you. (Some of the buffalo 
hunt shots were probably resurrected 
from the old silent film, but they are 
O. K.) Surprise: Noah Beery’s act- 
ing. He should hang onto this newly 
if it doesn't 


cient 


for the horse 


discovered restraint... 
throw him. 


—Harry Evans. 


BOOKS 


A Cool Million by Nathanael West. 
Not so gentle satire on the Street and 
Smith heroes who dominate America. 
Appointment in Samarra by John 
O'Hara. Christmas in Pottsville, Pa., 
ending in a suicide. Mr. O'Hara is a 
fine writer, superb in dialog, and emi- 
nently readable, but his theme is not 
as large as his talent. 

Duel by Ronald Fangen. Another of 
the Norwegian things about a pro- 
fessor and a doctor and their wives 
and families. Extremely well done. 
First and Last, the collected stories 
of Ring Lardner. Aside from the play- 
lets which are still genius, the rest is 
very sad and should have been left 
decently interred. It is shocking to 
think Lardner can date that fast. 
Good-Bye, Mr. Chips by James Hil- 


ton. A heart-warmer which has 





“STOP & GO” SERVICE 


[All schedules 


brought tears from the ladies and Mr 









Woollcott. About a headmaster in a 


boys’ school. 


I, Claudius by Robert Graves. The 
best novel of Rome since Andivius 
‘Hidulio which no doubt you never 


heard of. Claudius, 
terer, saw a lot, 
longer than most in the gory days 
Augustus. 

Joseph and His Brothers by Th 
as Mann. Only second rate Mann 
great for anybody else. 
trilogy. 

Matador by Marguerite Steen. \ 
can’t somebody do for baseball w 
is done for the toreadors? Very ex: 
ing stuff about the gentlemen » 
finally get tired teasing the bull. 
The Emerald Murder Trap by Ja 
son Gregory. Sylvester Paradene, 
millionaire, rigs up a little busin 
which results in the murder of eve 
body in the cast. Pretty good. 


The Unsinkable Mrs. Jay by Le\ 
Graham and Edwin Olmstead. 1 
lady who started as a pot wrassler 
Leadville, Col., and ended by ent 
taining royalty but was never rega 
ed as much in Denver. It seems h: 
to please the people in Denver. 
The Way of White Folks by La: 
ston Hughes. Four stories in t 
collection are as grand as anythi 
written in America in ten years. Re 
them to see how insane the whi 
can look to a negro who is a gr 
writer. 

Tin Soldiers by Robert Wohlfor: 
The first novel about West Point tl 


canny old stut 


doesn't sound like Tom Brow: 
Schooldays in long pants. A realis 
study of the individuals who 


moulded into gentlemen with S: 
Browne belts. 


Unfinished Cathedral by  T. 

Stribling. The final volume of 

Col. Miltiades Vaiden trilogy—th 
of the worst written and most re 
able books in history. You may \ 
derstand the Scottsboro case af 
reading this one. 


—Ky le Crichton. 
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RADIO 


Day by Day with the Comedians 
P.M. Eastern Daylight 
Saving Time] 


Sunday 
Jimmy Durante. If you like Durar‘e 
on stage and screen you might go { 


his colossial hotcha on the air. V ¢ 


don't. (8:00, N.B.C.) 


George Jessel. Jessel’s telephove 
conversations with Mama are god 
but Cantor-like references to the rcst 
of his relatives get monotono 
(8:00, C.B.S.) 
Monday 

e 


Joe Cook. Misses fire a little becau 
Cook can't demonstrate his goo y 
gadgets on the air, and his ether si.- 


said little and lived 
f 


First of a 








ries aren't so good as his rambling 
stage anecdotes. (9:30, N.B.C.) 


Tuesday 

Ray Perkins. Easy going and jovial, 
if not screamingly funny. Try it. 
(9:30, N.B.C.) 

W ednesday 

Jack Pearl. A good comedian featur- 
ing tiresome material. (8:00, N.B.C.) 


> Fred Allen. Just about tops the list 

for laughs. His Bedlam Newsreel is 

worth clubbing your guests to hear. 
(9:00, N.B.C.) 


Friday 
3 Stoopnagle and Budd. Our favorite 
team—and yours, too, probably. 


(10:00, C.BS.) 


.) Jack Benny. Original and amusing 
sketches, well presented. (10-30, 
N.B.C.) 


Saturday 

Raymond Knight’s Cuckoos. Robert 

Ambruster’s symphoney orchestra will 

bring tears to your eyes but Knight's 

humor is dubious. (10:00, N.B.C.) 
—G. W. 


eS ) 


RECORDS 


) China Boy. The hardy perennial is 

pressed again, not once but twice, and 

by men who should know how and 

do. On Victor by Johan Jones, on 
Brunswick by Frankie Trumbauer. 


% Having You Is Heaven. As if we 
didn't have to listen to enough Lom- 
bardo as it is. Another by Jan Garber. 
(Victor) 


,) I’m Satisfied by Harry Barris, a tune 
of distinct individuality; and Call It 
Anything, It Wasn’t Love, a ditto. 
Both played well by Tom Coakley 
and the band. (Victor) 


In a Mist, a weak xylophone job of 
Beiderdecke’s immortal piano piece 
by Red Norvo. The Dance of the 
Octopus on the other side is the 
screwiest thing we ever heard. 


(Brunswick) 


=) I Wish I Were Twins, a likely tune 
played in the best of Harlem manners 
by the eminent Fats Waller and en- 
semble. (Victor) 


a King Kamehameha. Another of 
those lilting Polynesian numbers of 
definite appeal, played well by Ted 
Fiorito and ensemble. Your gal will 
go for it. Soft Green Sea on the 
other side is smooth sailing. (Bruns- 


wick) 


So Help Me. A fairly good tune and 
a fairly good rendition. Written by 
Irving Berlin, played by Freddy Mar- 
tin. (Brunswick) 


& Spellbound. The newest Glen Gray 
platter. (Brunswick) 


Swing It, Sister. Showing that the 
Mills Brothers are no further along 
than when they started. (Victor) 


The Very Thought of You. Ray 
Noble’s tune; Ray Noble's band. 
Sure-fire combo. (Victor) 


=f. AT. 
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A DELIGHTFUL HOME 


The Waldorf-Astoria is more than a world-famous hotel . . . it is a delightful home. 







This is why distinguished visitors from the world over stop there. Located in the 






heart of New York . . . a few minutes from shops, clubs, theatres, and Wall Street. 
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THE WALDORF:ASTORIA 


PARK AVENUE + 49TH TO SOTH STREETS NEW YORK 














Lovely 
Briarcliff NOM LY 


att PRG 


VACATION IDEAL 


BRIARCLIFF LopceE —a magic 
name to the vacation-bound— 
a Continental manor in the 
green wooded heights above 
the Hudson — luxurious com- 
fort anticipating every wish— 
days of glowing health in 
sport — riding, golf, tennis, 
swimming—cocktails in the fa- 
mous Dutch Tap Room—Here, 


just 50 minutes from New lal 
York, is the ideal hospitality, ail 
the glorious enjoyment you 


have dreamed for a vacation. 
Write for booklet or telephone . 
Briarcliff 1640. 90% of all imported French 


Vermouth is Noilly Prat...It's the 












FRENCH VERMOUTH 




























American Plan from $7 
a day for one person. 







original dry French Vermouth... 








the kind you must have for good 


B r { ar cl l f f Lov qe cocktails. Beware of imitations! 


HOTEL 


Briarcliff Manor A ¢ , f , L 
Westchester County New York 


IMPORTATION 


Send 25c for Schenley's Wine Book 
«e@@6@ @ @ @ @ | Schenley import Corp., 18 W. 40th St., N.Y. 
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Carl Willmsen, Manager 







































METICULOUS ABOUT 
HIS SHOESHINES — 
CARELESS ABOUT 

HIS SENSE OF HUMOR 


@ This man is paying 15 cents for 
a shoeshine but he is letting his 
sense of humor get dull and dingy, 
even though his best friends keep 
telling him that for 15 cents he can 
buy a copy of LIFE, the panacea for 


these summer dog days. 


@ You, too, should read LIFE reg- 
ularly. A year’s subscription will do 
wonders for your sense of humor 
and you will at the same time be 
well informed in matters pertaining 
to sports, the theatre, movies, books, 


and what's going on in general. 


@ Men like Paul Gallico, Ogden 
Nash, Milt Gross, Don Herold and 
Weare Holbrook are now among 
LIFE’S regular contributors; many 
equally well known writers and ar- 
tists are scheduled toappear in LIFE’S 


pages during the next 12 months. 


(There's 








@ Coup the clippon now! 
another one on page 44 in case you 
blot this one.) 


OBEY THAT IMPULSE! 


LIFE, 60 East 42nd Street, New York 


Gentlemen: Please enter my subscription 


enclosed herewith 
kindly bill me 


$1.50. (Canadian and Foreign $2.10.) 


for twelve months at 


Name 


Add: CSS... 











present heavyweight champion of the 
world, and Max’s brush with what in 
his neighborhood passed for the social 
register occurred when he was very 
young and fast on his feet and could 
get away from a cold buffet lunch and 
gin drinks served in beach Cabanas, or 
cocktails and caviar at five o'clock, a 
little faster than a guy who is just be- 
ginning to slow up. 

When Baer first arrived in New 
York he had had his first contact with 
parties who bled blue when slit instead 
of the orthodox red which Max had 
become used to from cutting up beeves 
and hogs for his old man in his young- 
er days. In those days, Max used a copy 
of Emily Post for a pillow and lived 
in a suite at the Plaza and had a com- 
bination social secretary and valet to 
pick out his costumes, his associates 
and two big words a day out of the 
dictionary for him to assimilate. He 
lunched at the Waldorf in striped pants 
and a waiter’s coat, but lost three im- 
portant prizefights in a row. He fired 
the social secretary, replaced Emily 
Post with Trve Detective Stories, and 
gave the striped pants to a sparring 
partner who cut off the legs and made 
trunks out of them. When I saw him 
in training for the championship fight, 
in Asbury Park, he was dwelling, it is 
true, in the Rococo mansion of P. Hal 
Sims on the ocean front, but his en- 
tourage consisted of his father who sat 
around in his suspenders and socks and 
played pool with him, his kid brother, 
Buddy, and a mad Irishman, a trainer 


PARK AVENUE PUGILISM 
(Continued from page 43) 








named Mike Cantwell of the Califor- 
nia Cantwells. 

Now that he is heavyweight cham- 
pion of the world, his manager, Ancil 
Hoffman, maintains a martyr’s patience 
when the corridors outside Max’s rooms 
in the Park Central are jammed with 
ladies of the ensemble, shop-girls and 
sob-sisters, but he gets the wind up 
badly when he detects any of the young 
things from the North side of the rail- 
road tracks hanging around for an in- 
troduction, and don’t think there aren't 
plenty of sweet and innocent young 
things from The Best Families who 
come up and beg for a look at the 
Champ’s Muscles. 


RECENTLY came across Baer 
in the company of Cantwell 
in the lobby of his hotel talking to a 
couple of wrens who looked just like 
wrens to me except you could tell most 
of their scenery was by Hattie Car- 
negie. Old Mike got me aside and said— 
“Did you notice the younger one, 
the one on the left side? She is the 
daughter of a very famous rich man 
whose wife is very social (and here he 
told me the name which was a pip). 
She is up here on the sly just to meet 
the champion. But for God's sakes, do 
not let on to Ancil Hoffman because he 
would come down here and kill her 
with his bare hands. I am going to get 
Max away as soon as she has seen his 
muscles.” 
I guess that Hoffman doesn’t know 
something... . 


Another article by Paul Gallico will Appear 
in the next issue of LIFE, 














“We just maintain a skeleton force in the summer months.” 





































THE THEATRE 


(Continued from page 30) 

Mr. Hull’s pattern to follow, take the 
‘le of Jeeter Lester, and that the play 
tself is a pretty great thing . . . and 
Imost actor-proof (given, of course, 
good director). Mr. Barton follows 
xcellently in extremely difficult foot- 
teps, but my chief impression on my 
econd visit was that Jack Kirkland 
vrote something when he wrote To- 
acco Road (basing it, as he did, on 
‘rskine Caldwell’s novel)—a master 
y»w-keyed canvas of humanity at its 
ilest. The Georgia white trash he pic- 
ires are worse than gangsters or sav- 
ges, because they lack the git-up of 
ither. These no-goods wallow in their 
hysical and mental sloth and filth. 
‘obacco Road is no play for weak 
tomachs, but it is a great job for those 
vho can stand a blunt pencil and low- 
own subject matter. 


‘entury of Progress (2nd edition) 


HE trouble with all world’s 
fairs is that there is nothing 

) put in the buildings. The jump from 
1e colossal to the minute is always 
Imost enough of a shock to cause 
ausea in anybody with sensibilities. I 
ican, you have a mammoth, breath- 
iking exterior, and on the inside you 
ave a demonstration of a waffle-iron 
r a girl doing a hootch dance. This 
isparity between colossal shell and 
rivial contents is, of course, what has 
lways ailed motion pictures. 

Nevertheless, I don’t know why 
here hasn't been almost cataclysmic 
orld-wide enthusiasm for this year’s 
dition of the Century of Progress at 
hicago. Nobody has ever told me 
wuch about it. Last year, it was the fan 
ance that I heard about, or other hick 
eatures. This summer I thought I 
ould drop in for half an hour; I 
ayed days (or nights, rather). I feel 
ll ravy about it. I think it is worth 
aveling 12,500 miles to see. It is one 
f the thrills of this generation. But go 
rst at night. It is a night fair. 

What I like about it is the mad 
responsibility and gaiety of design. At 
ist, architects have given themselves a 
ick in the pants, and we are free of 
1e Parthenon and we are free of Rome 
nd of the egg-and-dart motif and the 
anthus leaf. This fair at Chicago tears 
rchitectural precedent into confetti 
nd throws it into the four winds with 
whoop. Art kicks up its heels and 
oes gloriously haywire. 

Don't let me fool you. The world’s 
air, like all others, is hell on the dogs. 
(For briefer mention, see page 4) 
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MOONLIT TERRACE —glamorous— sensational— fea- 
turing PAUL WHITEMAN and his scintillating orchestra and 


entertainers at Dinner and Supper—one of the 4 thrilling rooms of 





y 4 FOR DINNER AND SUPPER DANCING 
Cl BILTMORE ROOF 















“ad . 
» the new Biltmore Roof—all designed and executed by W & J Sloane. 


ILTMORE 


MADISON AVENUE AT 43RD STREET 





GILT-EDGED VAGABONDS 


(Continued from page 22) 


“Or a prune,” agreed Mr. Wilder- 
snip. ‘“Wrap it up and I'll take it with 
me.”” On his way home he stopped at 
another sporting-goods store and pick- 
ed up a set of folding silverware, a 
folding canoe, and a nest of camp 
chairs that fitted together like a Japa- 
nese puzzle. 


T was a hot morning late in 

June when the Wildersnips 
finally set out on their expedition. By 
nightfall they had covered a not par- 
ticularly good seventy-five miles. Mrs. 
Wildersnip suggested that they pull up 
by the side of the road, set up the port- 
able stove, and have supper. 

“We'd have to unpack the tent to 
get at the stove,” her husband pro- 
tested, “and we don’t want to pitch the 
tent here. Let’s drive on a little farther 
until we find a good camp-site for the 
night.” 

But instead of a good camp-site, they 
found a nice little country hotel with 
Southern cooking—so they decided to 
postpone the tent-pitching until the 
next night. 

The same thing happened the next 
night, and the night after that. Some- 





how the Wildersnips could never agree 
on a suitable camp-site. Besides, it al- 
ways seemed a shame to disarrange 
their neatly packed equipment for a 
mere one-night stop. So they drove on 
—just a pair of raggle-taggle gypsies 
living from hand to mouth on drug- 
store and 85-cent table- 
d’hotes, and sleeping at Reasonable 
Rates with Hot and Cold Running 
Water. And when they returned from 
their trip, everything was still packed 
snugly in the back of the Dishpano- 
Huiza. 

“Don’t unpack,” said Mr. Wilder- 
snip to his wife as he parked the car in 
the garage. “We'll leave this stuff right 
here till next year. I tell you, these 
space-saving devices certainly simplify 
a summer outing!” 

But Mr. Wildersnip’s outing next 
summer promises to be even simpler. 
In fact, he will probably spend it right 
on his own front porch unless gasoline 
is free—for in addition to his tent, 
mattress, canoe, stove, and other com- 
pressed impedimenta, Mr. Wildersnip 
now has a collapsible checking account 
in a folding bank. Truly, there is no 
limit to man’s ingenuity. 
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Whether your vacation trip 
to Atlantic City is fora 
month, a week or merely a 
week-end, you'll enjoy the 


world-famous luxury of the 


FOR A 

GLORIOUS 

VACATION 
visit Atlantic City 


this year 


Ritz-Carlton. 


Ocean bathing direct from 
your room. Golf. Riding. Sun 
bathing. You'll find all the 
pleasures of seashore life. 

Every room has private 
bath. Rates are $5 a day and 
up for one person, $8 for 
two, European Plan. Week- 


ly and monthly rates on ap- 


plication. 


National Hotel Management Co., Inc., Ralph 


ton, New York; Netherland Plaza, Cincinnati; 
Book-Cadillac, Detroit; and Van Cleve, Dayton 





THE 
RITZ-CARLTON 


ATLANTIC CITY 


On the Boardwalk at Jowa Avenue 





Time Wasters 
A Test for Sense of Balance 


ICK some member of the group 
who is eager to excel, and seat him 
in a straight chair, with his head 
tipped back. Instruct him as follows: 

“This is a test of balance. Keep your 
eyes closed throughout the experiment. 
I shall place a fifty-cent piece on your 
forehead. Count fifty out loud. Just as 
you say Fifty, rise from the chair and 
see if you can walk ten paces without 
spilling the coin off your forehead.” 

A fifty-cent piece, which has been 
chilled in a refrigerator, is pressed 
firmly, but not too hard, on the sub- 
ject’s forehead. The pressure of the 
coin is gradually reduced. When the 
subject counts as far as forty-five, the 
coin is adroitly removed. Keeping the 
finger nails inserted under the coin 
facilitates the procedure of removal. 

In most cases, the after-sensation will 
fool the subject and he will take great 
pains to balance the mythical coin. 


Finding Your Way Home in the Dark 


HE host supplies each mem- 

ber of the party a pencil and 

a standard 814,” by 11” sheet of paper 

upon which a six-inch square has been 

drawn, with a dot in the center of the 

square. The following instructions are 
then issued: 

“This test will measure your sense 

of direction. Place your pencil on the 

central dot and look over the layout. 


SUCH IS LIFE! 





Keep your pencil on the dot until the 
lights are turned out (or if it is an 
afternoon tea, the eyes may be closed 
reproducing similar conditions but no 
so much fun). As soon as you ar 
plunged into darkness, draw a lin 
diagonally to the left of the uppe: 
right hand corner of the square, roun: 
the right hand corner on the outside 
and continue in a clockwise directior 
around the other three corners, stayin; 
on the paper and owtside the square 
When you have rounded the upper let 
hand corner, head for the dot (home). 
Try and do it. 


Knicknacks 


Hugh Troy says he’s going to sta: 
a Schloooping Centre in New York, 
long needed service for hostesses whi 
put stuffed olives in Martinis. Cocktail 
olives should be hollow, he says, anc 
for a modest fee he will schlooop th« 
insides out of the stuffed variety. 

Robert Day and wife are spending 
their vacation, appropriately, at Ha 
Ha Bay, Canada. 

After quintuplets, sextetlets, and sep 
tuples, says a wit, come octoroons. 

A friend of ours who returned from 
Bermuda reports that he and his wift 
were entranced by a certain marvelous 
fragrance that surpassed even the well 
known hibiscus. They used to take long 
walks eagerly sniffing the intoxicating 
odor and it took them some time to 
identify it. Turned out to be the Guer- 
lain sun tan oil they used. 
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Hitz, President - Hotel NewYorker and Lexing- 





And in this corner we have a self portrait of Milt Gross that doesn’t seem to 


meet with the approval of The Guy From Mars 
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